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TIE MONCTONS. 



CHAPTER I. 



HT GRANDFATHER AND HIS SONS. 



There was a time — a good old time — when men of rank and 
fortune were not ashamed of their poor relations ; affording the 
protection of their name and influence to the lower shoots of the 
great family tree, that, springing from the same root, expected 
to derive support and nourishment from the main stem. 

That time is well-nigh gone for ever ; kindred love and hospi- 
tality have decreased with the increase of modern luxury and 
exclusiveness, and the sacred ties of consanguinity are now 
regarded with indifference — or if recognized, it is only with 
those who move in the same charmed circle, and who make a 
respectable appearance in the world — then, and then only — are 
their names prom|g||||i» with reverence, and their relationship 
considered an honor. 

It is amusing to watch from a distance, the eagerness with 
which some people assert their claims to relationship with 
wealthy and titled families, and the intrigue and manoeuvering it 

1* 
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10 THEMONCTONS. 

calls forth in these fortanate indlYlduals, in order to disclaim the 
boasted connexion. 

It was my fate for many years to eat the bitter bread of 
dependence, as one of those despised and insulted domestic 
annoyances — A Foot Relation, 

My grandfather, Geoffrey Moncton, whose name I bear, was 
the youngest son of a wealthy Yorkshire Baronet, whose hopes 
and affections entirely centered in his first-born — what, became 
of the junior scions of the family-tree was to him a matter of 
secondary consideration. My grandfather, however, had to be 
provided for in a manner becoming the son of a gentleman, and 
on his leaving college, Sir Robert offered to purchase him a 
commission in the army. 

My grandfather was a lad of peaceable habits, and had a 
mortal antipathly to fighting. He refused point blank to be a 
soldier. The Navy offered the same cause for objection, strength- 
ened by a natural aversion to the water, which made him decline 
going to sea. 

What was to be done with the incorrigible youth ? Sir 
Robert flew into a passion — called him a coward — a disgrace to 
the name of Moncton^ 

My grandfather, who was a philosopher in his way, pleaded 
guilty to the first charge. From his cradle he had carefully 
avoided scenes of strife and violence, had been a quiet, industri- 
ous boy at pchool, a sober plodding student at college, minding 
bis own business, and troubling himself •very little with the affairs 
4)f others. The sight of blood made him sick ; he hated the smell 
of gunpowder, and would make any sacrifice of time and trouble 
rather than come to blows. He now listene^^o the long cata- 
logue of his demerits, which his angry p|||p9Jtor poured forth 
against him, w ith such stoical indifference, that it nearly drew 
upon him the corporeal punishment which at all times he so 
much dreaded. 

Sir IQ^bert, at length named the Church, as the profession 
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best suited to a young man of his peaceable disposition, and 
flew into a fresh paroxysm of rage, when the obstinate fellow 
positively refused to be a parson. 

** He had a horror," he said, " of making a mere profession of 
so sacred a calling. Besides, he had an awkward impediment 
in his speech, 4ind he did not mean to stand up in a pulpit to 
expose his infirmity to the ridicule of others/' 

Honor to my grandfather. He did not want for mental 
courage, though Sir Robert, in the plenitude of his wisdom, 
had thought fit to brand him as a coward. 

The bar wa^ next proposed for his consideration, but the lad 
replied firmly, " I don't mean to be a lawyer." 

" Your reasons, sir V cried Sir Robert in a tone which seemed 
to forbid a liberty of choice. 

" I have neither talent nor inclination for the profession." 

** And pray, sir, what have you talent or inclination for V* 

** A merchant," — returned Geoffrey calmly and decidedly, 
without appearing to notice his aristocratic sire's look of 
withering contempt. " I have no wish to be a poor gentleman. 
Place me in my Uncle Drury's counting-hoiMe, and I will work 
hard and become an independent man." 

Now this Uncle Drury was brother to tfee late Lady Moncton, 
who had been married by the worthy Baronet for her wealth. 
He was one of Sir Robert's horrors — one of those rich, vulgar 
connections which are not so easily shaken off, and whose iden- 
tity is with great difficulty denied to the world. Sir Robert 
vowed, that if the perverse lad persisted in his grovelling choice, 
' though he had bat two sons, he would discard him altogether. 

Obstinacy is a family failing of the Monctons. My grand- 
father, wisely or' unwisely, as circumstances should afterwards 
determine, remained firm to his purpose. Sir Robert realized 
his threat ; the father and son parted in anger, and from that 
hour, the latter was looked upon as an alien to the old family 
stock ; which he was considered to have disgraced. 
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Geoffrey, however, succeeded in carrying oat his great life 
object. He toiled on with indefatigable industry, and soon 
became rich. He had singular talents for acquiring wealth, and 
they were not suffered to remain idle. The few pounds with 
which he commenced his mercantile career, soon multiplied into 
thousands, and tens of thousands ; and there is no knowing 
what an immense fortune he might have realized, had not death 
cut short his speculations at an early period of his life. 

He had married uncle Drury's only daughter, a few years 
after he became partner in the firm, by whom he had two sons, 
Edward and Robert, to both of whom he bequeathed an excel- 
lent prop<»rty. 

Edward, the eldest, my father, had been educated to fill the 
mercantile situation, now vacant by its proprietor's death, which 
was an ample fortune in itself, if conducted with prudence and 
regularity. 

Robert had been early placed in the office of a lawyer of emi- 
nence, and was considered a youth of great talents and promise. 
Their mother had been dead for some years, and of her little is 
known in the annals of the family. When speculating upon the 
subject, I have imagmed her to have been a plain, quiet, matter- 
of fact body, who never did or said anything worth recording. 

When a man's position in life is marked out for him by others, 
and he is leftf no voice in the matter, in nine cases out of teu, he 
is totally unfitted by nature and inclination for the post he is 
called to fill. So it was with my father, Edward Moncton. A 
person less adapted to fill an important place in the mercantile 
world, could scarcely have been found. He had a genius for 
spending, not for making money; and was so easy and credulous 
that any artful villain might dupe him out of ft. Had he been 
heir to the title and the old family estates, he would have made 
a first rate country gentleman ; as he possessed a fine manly 
person, was frank and generous, and excelled in all athletic 
sports. 
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»• My Uncle Robert was the very reverse of my father — stern, 
shrewd and secretive ; no one could see more of his mind than 
he was willing to show ; and, like my grandfather, he had a 
great love for money, and a natural talent for acquiring it. An 
old servant of my grandfather^s, Nicholas Banks by name, used 
jocosely to say of him : " Had master Robert been born a beg- 
gar, he would have converted his ragged wrap-rascal into a 
velvet gown. The art of making money was born in him.*' 

Uncle Robert was very succes^tui ia his prolcssion — and such 
is the respect that men of common minds pay to wealth for its 
own sake, that my uncle was as much courted by persons of bus 
class, as if he had been Lord Chancellor of Eugiand. He was 
called the honest lawyer — wherefore, I never could determine, 
except that he was the rich lawyer ; and people could not 
imagine that the envied possessor of five thousand per annum, 
could have any inducement to play the rogue, or cheat his 
clients. 

The dependent slave who was chained all day to the desk, in 
Robert Moncton's office, knew him to be a dishonest man. But 
his practice daily increased, and his reputiKtion and fortune 
increased in proportion. 

The habits and dispositions of these brothers were so dififerent, 
so utterly opposed to each other, that it was difficult to recon- 
cile the mind to the fact that they were so closely related. 

My uncle had a subtle knowledge of character, which was 
rendered more' acute by his long acquaintance with the world ; 
and he did not always turn it to a righteous account. My 
father was a babe in these matters — a cunning child might 
deceive him ; while my uncle had a knack of saving without 
appearing parsimoiflons, my father had an unfortunate habit of 
frittering his money away upon trifles. You would have 
imagmed that the one had discovered the secret of the philoso- 
ph^s stone ; and that the other had ruined himself in endeavor- 
ing to find it out. The one was economical from choice, the other 
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eztrayagant from the mere love of spendiug. My uacle marriecl 
a rich merchant's daughter, for her money. My father ran oflf 
with a poor curate's penniless girl, for love. My father neg- 
lected his business and became poor. In the hope of redeeming 
his fortune he frequented the turf and the gambling-table ; and 
died broken-hearted and insolvent in the prime of manhood ; 
leaving his widow and her orphan boy to the protection and 
guardianship of the brother, who had drudged all his life to 
become a millionaire. 

My dear mother only survived her handsome, reckless 
husband, six short mouths ; and, bereaved of both my natural 
protectors, I was doomed at the early age of eight years to 
drink the bitter cup of poverty and dependence, to its very 
dregs. ^' ' 



CHAPTER II. 

MT mother's funeral. 

I NEVER saw my Uncle Robert Moncton until the morning 
of my mother's funeral ; and the impression that first interview 
made upon my young heart will never be forgotten. It cast the 
first dark shadow upon the sunny dial of my life, and for many 
painful years my days and hours were numbered beneath its 
gloomy influence. 

It was a chill, murky November day, such a day as London 
or its immediate- vicinity can alone produce. The rain fell 
slowly and steadily to the ground ; and trickled from the 
window-frames in one continuous stream. A thick mist hung 
upon the panes of glass like a gauze veil, intersected by innu- 
merable channels of water, that looked like a pattern of open 
work left in the dingy material. The shutters of our once 
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popalous parlor were half-closed ; and admitted into the large, 
deserted apartment, only a portion of this obscare light. Tho 
hearse destined to convey the remains of my dear mother to 
their last, long resting-place, was drawn up at the door. I saw 
it looming through the fog, with its tall, black shadowy plumes, 
like some ghostly and monstrous thing. A hitherto unknown 
feeling of dread stole over me. My life had been all sunshine 
up to the present moment — ^the sight of that mournful funeral 
array swept like a dark cloud over the smiling sky, blotting out 
all that was bright and beautiful from my eyes and heart. I 
screamed in terror and despair, and hid my face in the lap of 
my old nurse to shut out the frightful vision, and shed torrents 
of tears. 

The good woman tried to soothe me while she adjusted my 
black dress, as I was to form one in that doleful procession as 
chief mourner — I was my mother's only child. The only real 
mourner there. 

The door that led into the next room was partly open. I 
saw the undertaker's people removing the coffin in order to 
place it in the hearse. This was a fresh cause for anxiety. I 
knew that that black, mysterious looking box contained the 
cold, pale, sleeping form of my mother ; but I could not realize 
the fact, that the beautiful and beloved being, who had so lately 
kissed and blessed me, was unconscious of her removal from her 
home and weeping boy. 

" Mamma I — dear mamma !'' I cried, struggling violently 
with nurse. '' Let me go, nurse t those wicked men shall not 
take away mamma !'' 

Two gentlemen, attracted by my cries and struggles, entered 
the room. The foremost was a tall, portly man, whom the 
world would call handsome. His features were good, and his 
complexion darkly brilliant ; but there was a haughty, con- 
temptuous expression in his large, prominent, selfish-looking 
eyes, that sent a chill to my heart. Glittering and glassy, they 
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sparkled like ice— clear, sarcastic and repelling — and oh, how 
cold! The glance of that eye made me silent in a moment. It 
fascinated like the eye of a snake. I continued to shiver and 
stare at him, as long as its scornful gaze remained riveted upon 
my face. I felt a kindred feeling springing up in my heart — a 
feeling of defiance and resistance that would fain return hatred 
for hatred, scorn for scorn ; and never in after life could I meet 
the searching look of that stern cold eye, without experiencmg 
the same outward abhorrence and inward revulsion. 

He took my hand, and turning me round, examined my coun- 
tenance with critical minuteness, neither moved by my childish 
indignation nor my tears. "A strong-limbed, straight-made 
fellow, this. I did not think that Edward could be the father 
of such an energetic-looking boy. He's like his grandfather, 
and if I mistake not, will be just as obstinate and self-sus* 
tained." 

" A true Moncton," returned his companion, a coarse-featured, 
vulgar-looking man, with a weak, undecided, but otherwise 
kindly countenance. " You will not be able to bend that young 
one, to your purpose." 

A bitter smile was the reply, and a fixed stare from those 
terribly bright eyes. 

** Poor child I He's very unfortunate," continued the same 
speaker. "I pity him from my very soul." He placed bis 
large hand kindly upon my head, and drawing me between his 
knees held up my face and kissed me with an air of parental 
tenderness. Touched by the unexpected caress,' I clasped my 
arms about his neck, and hid my face in his bosom. He flung 
himself into a large chair, and lifted me upon his knee. 

" You seem to have taken a fancy to the boy," said my uncle, 
in the same sarcastic tone. " Suppose you adopt him as your 
son. I would gladly be rid of him for ever ; and would pay 
well for his change of name and country. Is it a bargain ?" 
and he grasped his companion by the shoulder. 
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" No. I will not incur the responsibility. I have done too 
much against the poor child already. Besides, a man with ten 
children has no need of adopting the child of a stranger. Pro- 
vidence has thrown him into your hands, Robert Moncton ; and 
whether for good or evil, I beseech you to treat the lad kindly 
for his father's sake." 

" Well, well, I must, I see, make the best of a bad bargain. 
But, Walters, you could so easily take him with you to Ame- 
rica. He has no friends by the mother^ side, to make any stir 
about his disappearance. Under your name his identity will 
never be recognized, and it would be taking a thorn out of my 
Bide." 

" To plant it in my own heart. The child must remain with 
you." 

I didn't pay very particular attention to this conversation at 
the time, but after events recalled it vividly to my recollection. 

The undertaker put an end to the conference by informing 
the gentlemen that " all was ready, and the hearse was about 
to move forward." My nurse placed me in a mourning coach, 
beside my uncle and his companion, in order that I might form 
a part in that dismal procession, to the nearest cemetery. I 
shall never forget the impression that solemn scene made on my 
mind. My first ideas of death and decay were formed whilst 
standing beside my mother's grave. There my heart received 
its first great life lesson ; and owned its first acquaintanceship 
with grief — ^the ideal vanished, and the hard, uncompromising 
real took its place. 

After the funeral was over, I accompanied my XJncle Roller t 
to his house in Hatton Garden. At the door we parted with 
Mr. Walters, and many years elapsed, before I saw his face 
again. 
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CHAPTER III. 



HY AUNT BEBBCGA. 



Mrs. Moncton welcomed the poor orphan with kindness. 
She was a little, meek-looking woman ; with a sweet voice, and 
a very pale face. She might have been pretty when young, 
but my boyish impression was that she was very plain. By 
the side of her tall, stern partner, she looked the most delicate, 
diminative creature in the world ; and her gentle, timid manner 
made the contrast appear greater than it really was. 

" God bless you, my poor child," she said, lifting me up in her 
arms and wiping the tears from my face. "You are young, 
indeed, to be left an orphan." 

I clasped her neck and sobbed aloud. The sound of her voice 
reminded me of my mother, and I began to comprehend dimly 
all I had lost. 

"Rebecca," said my uncle, in his deep, clear voice, "you 
must not spoil the boy. There is no need of this display." 

His wife seemed as much under the influence of his eye as 
myself. She instantly released me from her arms, and quietly 
placed me in a chair beside the fire, and in the presence of her 
husband, she took no more notice of me than she would have 
done of one of the domestic animals about the house. Yet, her 
eyes rested upon me with motherly kindness, and she silently 
took care to administer liberally to all my wants ; and when she 
did speak, it was in such a soft, soothing tone, that I felt that 
she was my friend, and loved her with my whole heart. 

My imcle was a domestic tyrant — cruel, exacting, and as 
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obstinate as a mule ; yet, she contrived to live with him on 
friendly terms ; the only creature in the world, I am folly per- 
suaded, who did not hate him. Married, as she had been, for 
money, and possessing few personal advantages, it was wonder- 
ful the influence she had over him in her quiet way. She never 
resisted his authority, however harshly enforced ; and often 
stood between him and his victims, diverting his resentment 
without appearing to oppose his will. If there existed in his 
frigid breast one sentiment of kindness for any human creature, 
I think it was for her. 

With women he was no favorite. He had no respect for the 
sex, and I query whether he was ever in love in his life. If he 
had ever owned the tender passion, it must have been in very 
early youth, before his heart got hardened and iced in the world. 
My aunt seemed necessary to his comfort, his convenieatee, his 
vanity ; however he might be disliked by others, he was certain 
of her fidelity and attachment. His respect for her was the one 
bright spot in his character, and even that was tarnished by a 
refined system of selfishness. 

The only comfort I enjoyed during my cheerless childhood, I 
derived from her silent attention to my wants and wishes, which 
she gratified as far as she dared, without incurring the jealous 
displeasure of her exacting husband. 

In private, Mrs. Moncton always treated me as her own child. 
She unlocked the fountains of natural affection, which my uncle's 
harshness had sealed, and love gushed forth. I dearly loved 
her, and longed to call her mother ; but she forbade all outward 
demonstration of my attachment, which she assured me would 
not only be very offensive to Mr. Moncton, but would draw 
down his displeasure upon us both. 

The hours I spent with my good aunt were few ; I only saw 
her at meals, and on the Sabbath day, when I accompanied 
her to church, and spent the whole day with her and her only 
son — a cross, peevish boy, some four years older than myself— 
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but of him anon. Daring the winter, she alWay sent for me into 
the parlor, during the dark hoar between dinner and tea, when 
I recited to her the lessons I had learned with my cousin's tutor 
during the day. My uncle was always absent at that hour, and 
these were precious moments to the young heart, that knew no 
companionship, and pined for affection and sympathy. 

My worthy aunt 1 it is with heartfelt gratitude I pay this 
slight tribute to your memory. But for your gentle love and 
kind teachings, I might have become as cold and tyrannical as 
your harsh lord — as selfish and unfeeling as your unnatural son. 

How I delighted to sit by your side, in the warm, red light 
of the cheerful fire, in that large, dusky room, and hold your 
small white hand in mine, while I recounted to you all the beau- 
tiful and shadowy reminiscences of my happy infancy — to watch 
the pensive smile steal over your lips, as I described the garden 
in which I played, the dear little white bed in which I slept, and 
where my own dear mother nightly knelt beside me, to hear me 
repeat my simple prayers and hymns, before she kissed and 
blessed me, and left me to the protecting care of the ^reat 
Father in Heaven. 

** Ah !" I exclaimed one evening, while sitting at my aunt's 
feet, " why did she die and leave me for ever ? I am nobody's 
child. Other little boys have kind mothers to love them, but I 
am alone in the world. Aunt, let me be your boy — ^your own 
dear little boy, and I will love you almost as well as I did my 
poor mamma I" 

The good woman caught me to her heart, tears were stream- 
ing down her kind, benevolent face, she kissed me passionately, 
as she sobbed out, 

" Geoffrey, you will never know how much I love you — more, 
my poor boy, than I dare own. But rest assured that you shall 
never want a mother's love while I live." 

Well and conscientiously did she perform her promise. She 
has long been dead, btR time will never efface from my mind 
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a tender recollection of her kindness. Since I arrived at man's 
estate, I have knelt beside her grave, and moistened the tnrf 
which enfolds that warm, noble heart with grateful tears. 

She had, as I before stated, one son — the first born and only 
survivor of a large family. This boy was a great source of 
anxiety to his mother ; a sullen, unmanageable, ill-tempered 
child. Cruel and cowardly, he united with the cold, selfish dis- 
position of the father, a jealous, proud and vindictive spirit 
peculiarly his own. It was impossible to keep on friendly terms 
with Theophilus Moncton ; he was always taking affronts, and 
ever on the alert to dispute and contradict every word or 
opinion advanced by another. He would take offence at every 
look and gesture, which he fancied derogatory to his dignity ; 
and if you refused to speak to him, he considered that you did 
not pay him proper respect — that you slighted and insulted him. 

He was afraid of his father, for whom he entertained little 
esteem or affection ; and to his gentle mother he was always 
Borly and disobedient ; ridiculing her maternal admonitions, and 
thwarting and opposing her commands, because he knew that 
his opposition pained and annoyed her. 

Me — he hated ; and not only told me so to my face, both in 
public and private, but encouraged the servants to treat me 
with insolence and neglect. This class of individuals are seldom 
actuated by high. and generous motives ; and anxious to court 
the favor of their wealthy master's heir, they soon found that 
the best way to worm themselves into his good graces, was to 
treat me with disrespect. The taunts and blows of my tyranni- 
cal cousin, though hard to bear, never wounded me so keenly as 
the sneers and whispered remarks of these worldly, low-bred 
domestics. Their conduct clenched the iron of dependence into 
my very soul. 

It was vain for my aunt to remonstrate with her son on his 
ungenerous conduct ; her authority with him was a mere cipher, 
he had his father upon his side, and /or my aunt's sake, I 
forbore to complain. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

THE TUTOR. 

My uncle did not send ns to school, but engaged a young 
man of mean birth, but good classical attainments, to act in the 
capacity of tutor to his son, and as an act of especial favor, 
which fact was duly impressed upon me from day tojiay, I was 
allowed the benefit of his instructions. 

Mr. Jones, though a good practical teacher, was a weak, 
mean creature, possessing the very soul of a sneak. He soon 
discovered that the best way to please his elder pupil was to 
neglect and treat me ill. He had been engaged on a very 
moderate salary to teach one lad, and he was greatly annoyed 
when Mr. Moncton introduced me into his presence, coldly 
remarking, ** that I was an orphan son of his brother — a lad 
thrown upon his charity, and it would add very little to Mr. 
Jones's labors to associate me with Theophilus in his studies." 
• Mr. Jones was poor and friendless, and had to make his own 
way in the world. He dared not resent the imposition, for fear 
of losiqg his situation, and while outwardly he cheerfully 
acquiesced in Mr. Moncton's proposition, he conceived a violent 
prejudice against me, as being the cause of it. 

He was a spiteful, irritable, narrow-minded man ; and I soon 
found that any attempt to win his regard, or conciliate him, was 
futile : he had made up his mind to dislike me, and he did so 
with a hearty good will that no attention or asoiduity on my 
part could overcome. 

Theophilus, who, like his father, professed a great insight intc 
character, read that of his instructor at a glance; and despis- 
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ed him accordingly. But Theophilas was vain and fond of ad- 
miration, and could not exist without satellites to move around 
him, and render him their homage as to a superior luminary. 
He was a magnificent pay-master to his sneaks ; and bound 
them to him with the strongest of all ties — his purse strings. 

Mr. Moncton, always allowed this lad a handsome sum 
monthly for his own private expenses ; and fond as he was of 
money, he never inquired of the haughty arrogant boy, the 
manner in which he disposed of his pocket money. He might 
save or spend it as inclination prompted — he considered it a 
necessary outlay to give his son weight and influence with 
others ; and never troubled himself about it again. 

Theophilus soon won over Mr. Jones to his interest, by a few 
judicious presents ; while he fostered his dislike to m% by in- 
forming him of circumstances regarding my birth and family, 
with which I never became acquainted until some years after- 
wards. At this distance of time, I can ahnost forgive Mr. Jones, 
for the indifference and contempt he felt for his junior pupil. 

Influenced by these feelings, he taught me as little as he could; 
but I had a thirst for knowledge, and he could not hinder me 
from listening and profiting by his instructions to my cousin. 
Fortunately for me, Theophilus did not possess either a brilliant 
or inquiring mind. Learning was very distasteful to him ; and 
Mr. Jones had to repeat his instructions so often, that it ena- 
bled me to learn them by heart. Mr. Jones flattered and coaxed 
his indolent pupil ; but could not induce him to take any interest 
in his studies, so that I soon shot far ahead of him, greatly to 
the annoyance of both master and pupil ; the former doing his 
best to throw every impediment in my way. 

I resented the injustice of this conduct with much warmth, 
and told him, " that I would learn in spite of him ; I had mas- 
tered the first rudiments of Latin and Mathematics, and I could 
now teach myself all that I wanted to know." 

This boast was rather premature. I found the task of self- 
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instruction less easy than I anticipated. I was in Mr. Jones's 
power — and he meanly withheld from me the books necessary 
to my farther advancement. 

I now found myself at a stand-still. I threatened Mr. Jones 
I would complain to my uncle of his unjustifiable conduct. 

The idea seemed greatly to amuse him and my cousin — they 
laughed in my face, and dared me to make the experiment. 

I flew to my aunt. 

She told me to be patient and conceal my resentment ; and 
she would supply the books and stationery I required, from her 
own purse. 

I did not like this. I was a blunt straight-forward boy ; and 
I thought that my aunt was afraid to back me in what I knew 
to be right. I told her so. 

" True, Geoffrey. But in this house it is useless to oppose 
force to force. Your only safe course is non-resistance." 

" That plan I never can adopt. It is truckling to evil, aunt. 
No ultimate good can spring from it." 

" But great trouble and pain may be avoided, Geoffrey." 

" Aunt, I will not submit to Mr. Jones's mean tyranny ; I 
feel myself aggrieved ; I must speak out and have it off my 
mind. I will go this instant to Mr. Moncton and submit the 
case to him." 

** Incur his displeasure — ^no trifle at any time, Geoffrey — and 
have Theophilus and Mr. Jones laughing at you. They can tell 
your uncle what story they please : and which is he most likely 
to believe, your statement or theirs ?" 

" He is a clever man. Let them say what they like, it is not 
so easy to deceive him ; he will judge for himself. He would 
know that I was in the right, even if he did not choose to say 
so ; and that would be some satisfaction, although he might 
take their part," 

My aunt was surprised at my boldness ; she looked me long 
and earnestly in the face. 
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" G^offirej, your argument is the best. Honesty Is the right 
policy, after all. I wish I had the moral courage to act up to 
it at all times. But, my dear boy, when you are the slave of a 
violent and deceitful man, your only chance for a quiet life is to 
fight him with his own weapons." 

"Wrong, again, aunt," I cried vehemently. "That would 
make me as bad as him. No, no, that plan would not do for 
me. I should betray myself every minute, and become con- 
temptible in his eyes and my own. It strikes me, although I am 
but a boy of twelve, and know little of the world, that the only 
real chance you have with such men is, to show them that you 
are not afraid of them. Bullies are all cowards, aunt ; they 
will yield to courage which they feel to be superior to their 
own. So much I hscve learnt from the experience of the last 
four years." 

Aunt made no reply; she smiled sadly and kindly upon me, 
and her tacit approval sent me directly to my uncle. He was 
in his private office. I knocked gently at the door. 

" Come in." 

I did so ; and there I stood, n6t a little confused and per- 
plexed before him, with flushed cheeks and a fast-throbbing 
heart. It was the first complaint I had ever made to him in 
my life — the first time I had ever dared to enter his sanctum 
sanctorum; and I remained tongue-tied upon the threshold, 
without knowing how to begin. I thought he would have 
looked me down. I felt the blood receding from my face beneath 
his cold gaze, as he said — 

" Geoffrey, what do you want here ?" 

" I came, sir," I at last faltered out, " to make a complaint 
against Mr. Jones." / 

*^ 1 never listen to complaints brought by a pupil against his 
teacher," he cried, in a voice that made me recoil over the door- 
8t^. " Begone, sir I If you come into my presence again on 
mich ap errand, I will spurn you from the room." 

2 
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This speech, meant to intimidate me, restored mj courage. I 
felt the hot blood rush to my face in a fierj flood. 

" Hear me, sir. Did not yon plaoe me under his care in order 
that I might learn T 

"And you refuse to do so f" 

"No, sur : the reverse is the case : he refuses to teach me, 
and deprives me of my books, so that I cannot teach my- 
self.'' 

"A very probable tale," sneered Mr. Moncton ; then rising 
from the table at which he was seated, he cried out hastily, " Is 
Mr. Jones in the study ?" 

" Yes, sir." 

"Then, my new client, come along with me. I will soon 
learn the truth of your case." 

He clutched me by the arm, which he grasped so tightly that 
I could scarcely resist a cry of pain, and hurried me out. In the 
study we found Theophilus and Mr. Jones : the one lounging on 
two chairs, the other smoking a cigar and reading a novel. Mr. 
Moncton stood for a moment in the door-way, regarding the 
pair with his peculiar glance. 

" Gentlemen, you seem pleasantly and profitably employed I" 

" Our morning tasks are concluded," said Theophilus, return- 
ing the stare of scrutiny with a steady lie. " ' Too much work 
would make Jack a dull boy.' " 

His father smiled grimly. How well he understood the char- 
acter of his son. 

" Here is a lad, -Mr. Jones, who complains that you not only 
refuse to teach him, but deprive him of his books." 

" He tells the truth, sir," returned that worthy, casting upon 
me a spiteful, sidelong glance, which seemed to say more elo- 
quently than words, "You shall see, master Geoffrey, what 
you'll get by tale bearing. I'll match you yet." " I have 
withheld his books, and refused my instructions for the past 
week, as a punishment for his insolent and disrespectful 
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GCHklnct to your 8<m and me ; to say nothing of his impertinent 
speeches regarding you, sir, who are his gnardian and bene- 
factor." 

"Do you hear that — sir I'' said my nncle, giving me a no- 
lent blow on my cheek, and flinging me ftt)m him. " When next 
yon come to me with such tales, yon shall not leave your bed for 
a week.*^ 

I sprang from the floor, where his blow had sent me ; and 
stood erect before him. It was a pigmy confronting a giant ; 
but my blood was boiling. I had lost all control over myself. 
'' It is a lie I'' I cried, shaking my fist at Mr. Jones. *' A mon- 
strous fjEdsehood I He knows it is. Theophilns knows it is. I 
liaTe been falsely accused and unjustly punished ; I will remem- 
ber that blow to my dying day. I will never forget nor for- 
give it.'' 

" And who cares, my hero, for your impotent r^gef My un- 
cle seized me by my thick curling hair, and turned round my 
&ce, hot with passion and streaming with tears of rage, to the 
gaze oi my sneering enemies. " I will make you know, that you 
are m my house and in my power — and you shall submit to my 
authority, and the authority of those I choose to place over you.'' 

I struggled desperately in his herculean grasp in order to free 
myself. He laughed at my impotent rage and then threw me 
on the floor — and this time, I was quiet enough. 

When I recovered my senses, I found myself lybig upon the 
bed in the garret, allotted to my use. My aunt was sitting 
beside me, bathing my ten^les with vinegar and water. *' Oh, 
aunt," I sighed, closing my eyes, " I wish I were dead P 

"Hush, GeoflBrey. You brought this on yourself. I tdd you 
how it would be." 

"It was so unjust," I replied with bitterness. 

"And you were so rash. You will be wiser another time." 

" When I am as wicked as my persecutors." 

'^O need of quoting others, my son, while you suffer such vio*- 
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lent pagflk>nff to master 70a. Listen to me, my cbild. I liave 
known yoar nncle for years. Have seen him in his darkest and 
stormiest moods ; and contrived to live peaceably with him. 
"Naj, he respects me more than he does any one else in the world. 
But I never opposed his vnU. He is not a man to be trifled 
with — tears and complaints are useless. You cannot touch his 
heart. He will be obeyed. Left to himself, he may become 
your friend, and even treat you with a certain degree of kind- 
ness and consideration. But if you auger him, he never for- 
gives, and can be a dreadful enemy. If you love me, Geoffrey, 
follow my advice and submit to his authority with a good 
grace." 

"I will try not to hate him for your dear sake. I oan 
promise no more." I kissed her baud and fell badL exhausted 
on my pillow. My head ached dreadfully from the ill-treatment 
I had received ; and wounded pride made my heart very sore. 
It was only on her account that I could pontrol the deadly and 
reveng^nl feelings I cherished against him. Theq>hiliis and 
Mr. Jones, I considered beneath contempt. 



CHAPTER V. 



▲ CHANGE IN MY PBOSPBCTS. 



I WAS surprised at recming a message bom Mr. Moncton, 
fhe next day, to attend him in his private office. I went to him 
in fear and trembling. I was ill, nervous and dispirited, and 
cared very little as to what in future might become of me. 

I found him all smiles and affability. ** Geoffirey," he said, 
hMmg out Im hand, as I ent^ed, '' I tmst you have received 
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a Qsefiil lesson. Yon will be wise to lay it to heart. Mr. Jon^ 
tdls me that joa write a good bold hand. Give me a specimen 
of it. Sit down at the table, and direct that letter to Messienrs 
Hanbury and Company, Liverpool." 

I did as I was commanded, but my hand trembled with ex- 
citement : I found some difficulty in steadying the pen. He 
took the letter and looked at it carefally, muttering as he did 



" How like my father's hand. Aye, and how like in obsti- 
nacy of purpose ; more like him in every respect than his own 
sons." Then turning to me, who was lost in wonder at this sud- 
den change in his manner towards me, he said, '* This is well ; 
you write a fair, legible hand for a boy. I want a lad iBTmy 
office to copy writs and other law papers. I think you will just 
do for that purpose. If you are diligent and industrious, after 
two years' trial, I will article you to myself. How old are 
yon ?" 

" Thirteen, next August." 

" It's young ; but you are tall and manly for your age. You 
and TheophiluS are never likely to agree ; it is best for you to 
be apart. You have no fortune of your own, I will give you 
a profession, and make an independent man of yon, if you will 
try for the future to be a docile and obedient boy." 

I promised to do my best. He then bade me follow him, and . 
leading the way through a narrow arched passage, he introduced 
me into the public office, where the large bnsmess in which he 
was engaged was carried on. Though I had been four years 
in the house, I had never seen the inside of this office before. It 
was a spacious, dark, dirty, apartment, lighted by high, narrow 
windows of ground glass ; so that no time could be wasted by 
the junior clerks in looking out into the street. Several pale, 
melancholy men were seated at desks, hard at work. You heard 
nothing but the rapid scratching of their pens against the parch- 
ment and paper on which they were employed. When Mr, 
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Moncton entered the office, a short, stoat, middle-aged man 
swung himself round on his high stool and fronted us ; but the 
moment he recognized his superior, he rose respectfully to receiye 
him. 

Mr. Moncton took him apart, and thej entered into a deep 
and earnest conversation : of which, I am certain, from the sig- 
nificant glances which, from time to time, they directed towards 
me, I formed the principal topic. 

At length the conference was over, and my unde left the 
office without giving me a parting word or glance. When he 
was fairly out of hearing, all the clerks gathered round me. 

"Who is he?" 

" Mr. Moncton's nephew," was the short man's reply to the 
eager questioners. 

" Is he sent here to be a spy ?" 

" To learn the profession." 

"That hahe ! Is the man mad. It will kill the child to chain 
him to the desk all day." 

" Poor fellow ; he is the orphan son of his brother," said 
another. '* I have seen him at church with Mrs. Moncton." 

" Well, Robert Moncton is a hard man," said a third. 

" Hush, gentlemen," interposed Mr. Bassett, the senior clerk. 
" It is not right to make such remarks in the lad's hearing. Mr. 
Moncton, doubtless, does for the best. Come, my little fellow, 
you and I must be good friends. Your uncle has placed you 
under my charge, to initiate you into all the mysteries of the 
law. I have no doubt we shall get on famously together. But 
.you must be diligent and work" hard. Your uncle hates idlers ; 
he is a strict master, but one of the ablest lawyers in London. 
Let me tell you, that to be articled to him is a fortune in itself." 

A far-off, indistinct hope of freedom through this channel, 
presented itself to my bewildered mind. I thanked Mr. Bassett 
warmly for his proffered aid, and told him that I would do my 
best to deserve his good opinion. 
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Fr(»n tiiat iaj, I became an office dnidge, condemned to 
topj the same nnintelligible, uninteresting law forms, from early 
morning until late at night. Mr. Bassett, a quiet, methodical, 
business man, was kind in his own peculiar way. He had a 
large &mily, and perhaps felt a paternal sympathy in my early 
introduction to the labors and cares of life. He often com* 
mended my diligence, and mentioned me in very handsome terms 
to Mr. Moncton ; but from that gentleman I never received a 
word of praise — weeks and months often passed without his 
speaking to me. I was even debarred from spending with my 
dear aunt tjiat blessed twilight hour, which had proved the 
diief solace of my weary life. 

Constant confinement to that close office preyed upon my 
health and spirits ; I became fretful and irritable, the color left 
my cheeks, and my eyes looked dull and heavy. The clerks, 
mostly kind to me, all pitied me, though they dared not openly 
show l^eir regard. They brought me presents of fruit and 
sweetmeats, and one who lived in the suburbs used to delight 
my heart, every now and then, with a rich bouquet of flowers. 
Their beauty and perfume brought back a glimpse of the old |^ 
times — dim visions of lawns and gardens, of singing-birds and 
humming'bees ; of a fair smiling creature who led me by the 
hand through those bowers of enchantment, and called me her 
Gkoffreyr— -her darling boy. 

When such thoughts came over me, my hand trembled, luid I 
could not see the parchment I was copying through my tears ; 
but for all that, the sight of the flowers was always inexpressi- 
bly dear, and I prized them beyond every other gift. 

I had been about eighteen months in the office, when my good 
Aunt Rebecca died — an event sudden and unexpected by all. 
I was allowed to see her in her last moments ; to sob out my 
foil heart by her death-bed* Rer last words were an earnest 
request to her husband to be kind to poor Qeoffrey, for her sake 
—die died— and I felt myself al<niM|lttaBdIttB > the world. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

THE SORROWS OF DEPBNDEKGE. 

My heart sickens x)Yer this dreary portion of mj childhood. 
I have heard it called the ha^^iest season of life. To me it had 
few joys. It was a gloomy period of mental suffenng and bodily 
fatigae ; of nnnatural restraint and paiafttl probation. 

The coldy anthoritatiye manner of my nncle, at all times 
irksome and repelling, after the death of his good wife became 
almost insupportable ; while the insolence and presumption of 
his artfiil son, goaded a free and irascible spirit like mine 
almost to madness. The moral force of bis mother's character, 
though unappreciated by him, had been some restraint upon his 
nnamiable, tyrannical temper. That restraint was now removed, 
and Theophilus considered that my dependent situation gave 
him a lawful right to my services, and had I been a work-house 
apprentice in his father's house, he could not have given his 
commands with an air of more pointed insolence. My obstinate 
resistance to his authority, and my desperate struggles to eman- 
cipate myself from his control, produced a constant war of 
words between us ; and if I aj^ealed to my uncle, I was sure to 
get the worst of it. He did not exactly encoun^ his son in 
this ungenerous line of conduct, but his great maxim was to 
divide and rule; to exact from all who were dependent upon 
him, the most uncompromising obedience to his arbitrary will ; 
and he laughed at my remonstrances, and turned my indigoation 
into ridicule, 

I was daily reminded, particularly before strangers, of the 
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domestic calamities that had made me dependent upon his cold, 
extorted charity ; whOe I was reproached with my want of gra- 
^tnde to a cmel master. 

Passion and woonded pride drew from me burning tears. I 
felt that I was growing fierce and hard like my persecntors, and 
my conscience, yet t^der, deplored the lamentable change. My 
heart, cmshed beneath the sense of injastice and unmerited 
neglect, was closed against the best feelings of humanity, and I 
regarded my fdlow men with aversion and mistrast. 

These bitter and defending feelings deprived my nights of 
itest— my days, of hope. When the naoming came and I took my 
stand at the aecnrsed desk, I wished the day gone ; and when 
Bight released me from the abhorrent task, and I sought my 
humble garret, I sat for hours at the open window, brooding 
over my wrongs. 

The moonbeams gUttered in the tears that anguisli wrung 
from my uptured eyes. The stars seemed to look down upon 
m» with compassionate eamestaiess. Sometimes my young spirit^ 
e«rried away by the intense love I felt for those beautiful eyes 
of heaven, forgot for awhile the sorrows and. cares of life and 
soared far, far away to seek for sympathy and affection in 
tiMse unknown regions of light and puri^. 

I had few opportunities of religious instruction in this truly 
Godless household. My unde never attended church when he 
eonld avoid the obligation, and then, only to keep up i^efluran* 
ces. A religion of the world — in which the heart had no part, 
l^ere was always a Bible in the office, but it was never used, 
but in the way of business to administer oaths. Whenever I 
had a moment's leisure I had turned over the pages with eager 
and mysterious curiosity, but the knowledge that should have 
brought peace and comfort, and reconciled me to my dreary lot, 
not being sought for in the right spirit, added to my present 
despondency, the dread of future punishment. 

Oby that awful fear of Hell. How it darkened with its 
2* 
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unholy shadow, all that was bright and beantifol in thk lower 
world. 

I had jet to learn, that perfect love casteth oat fear, that the 
great Father punishes but to reform, and is ever more willing 
to save thau to condemn. I dared not seek him, lest I should 
hear the terrible denunciation thundered against the widLed : 
** Depart from me, ye cursed." 

A firm trust in His protectiug care would have been a balm 
for every wound, that festered and rankled at my heart's ccnre. 
Had the Christian's hope been mine, I should no longer have 
pined under that dreary sense of utter loneliness, which for many 
years paralyzed all mental exertions, or nurtured in my breast 
the stern unforgiving temper which made me regard my persecu- 
tors with feelings of determined hate. 

Residing in the centre of the busy metropolis, and at an age 
when the heart sighs for social communion with its fellows, and 
imagines, with the fond sincerity of inexperienced youth, a friend 
in every agreeable companion, I was immured among old parch- 
ments and dusty records, and seldom permitted to mingle with 
the guests that frequented my uncle's house, unless my presence 
was required to sign some official document. 

Few persons suspected that the shabbily-dressed silent youth 
who obeyed Mr. Moncton's imperious mandates was his nephew — 
the only son of an elder brother — consequently I was treated as 
nobody by his male visitors, and never noticed at all by the 
ladies. 

This was mortifying enough to a tall lad of eighteen, who 
already fancied himself a man. Who, though meanly dressed, 
and sufficiently awkward, had enough of vanity in his composi- 
tion to imagine that his person would create an interest in his 
behalf and atone for all other deficiencies, at least in the eyes 
of the gentler sex — those angels, who seen at a distance, were 
daily becoming objects of admiration and worship. 

Alas ! poor Qeoffrey. Thou didst not know in that thy young 
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dftj the things pertaining to thy peace. Thoa didst not suspect 
in thy innocence how the black brand of poverty can deform the 
finest flEU^e, and dim the brightest intellect in the eyes of the 
world. 

Among all my petty trials there were none that I felt more 
keenly than having to wear the cast-off clothes of my consm. 
He was some years older, but his frame was slighter and shorter 
than mine, and his garments did not fit me in any way. The 
coat sleeves were short and tight, and the trowsers came half- 
way up my legs. The figure I cut in these unsuitable garments 
was so ludicrous that it was a standing joke among the clerks in 
the office. 

" When you step into your cousin's shoes, Geoffrey, we hope 
they will suit you better than his clothes." 

I could have been happy in the coarsest fustian or corderoy 
garment that I knew was my own. I believe Robert Moucton 
felt a malicious pleasure in humbling me in the eyes of his 
people. 

My uncle had fulfilled his promise, and I had been articled to 
him, when I completed my fourteenth year ; and I now eagerly 
looked forward to my majority, when I should be free to quit 
his employ, and seek a living in the world. 

My time had been so completely engaged in copying law 
papers, that I had not been able to pay much attention to the 
higher branches of the profession ; and when night came, and I 
was at length released from the desk, I was so overpowered by 
fatigue that I felt no inclination to curtail the blessed hours of 
sleep by reading dull law books. Yet, upon this all*important 
knowledge, which I was n^lecting, rested my only chance of 
independence. 

My cousin Theophilus was pursuing his studies at Oxford, 
and rarely visited home, but spent his vacations with some 
wealthy relatives in Yorkshire. This was a happy time for ] 
for of all my many trials his presence was the greatest. 
Mr. Monctcm was more civil to me in the absence of his hop 
heir. 
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Thos time glided on until I was twenty jears of age, and fall 
six fiset in height, and I oonld no longer wear the cast-off salts 
d my ooosin. Mr. Moncton, in common decency, was at length 
obliged to order.my clothes of his tailor ; bat he took good care 
that they should be of the coarsest description, and of the most 
onfashionable cat. The first soit that was made expresiriy for 
me, ridiculous as it mask appear to my readers, gave me infinite 
satisfaction. I felt proud and happy of the acquisition. 

The afternooQ of that memorable day, my ancle sent for me 
into the drawing-room to witness the transfer of some law 
papers. His clients were two ladies, young and agreeable. 
While I was writing from Mr. Moncton's dictation, I per- 
ceiyed, with no small degree of trepidation, that the younger 
was regarding me with earnest attention ; and in spite of myself 
my cheeks flashed and my hand trembled. After my part of 
the busmess was concluded Mr. Moncton told me to withdraw. 
As I left the room, i heard Miss Mary Beaumont say, in a low 
voice to her. sister — my uncle having stepped into the a^'oining 
apartment : — 

*' What a handsome young man. Who is he V* 

" Oh, the clerk, of course." 

" He looks a gentleman." 

" A person of no consequence, by his shabby drcbb and 
awkward manners." 

I closed the door, and walked hastily away. How I despised 
the new suit, of which, a few minutes before, I had felt so 
proud. The remarks of the younger lady tingled in my ears 
for weeks. She had considered me worth looking at, in spite 
of my unfashionable garments ; and I blessed her for the 
amiable condescension, and thought her in return as beautiful 
as an angel. I never saw her again — but I caught myself 
scribbling her name on my desk, and I covered many sheets of 
waste paper with indifferent rhymes in h?r praise. 

This confession may call up a smile on the lip of the reader, 
and I am content that he should accuse me of vanity. But 
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ttflfie were the first words of comnendatiim thai had erer 
ipeai^ed my ears from the lips of womao, aod thoagh I hare 
slnee iaaghed heartily at the deep impression they made on my 
miBd, they produced a beneficial effdct at the time, and helped 
to reconcile me to my lot. 

It was abont this period, that Mr. Bassett left the ofl&ce, and 
weat into the profession on his own account. The want of means, 
and marrying imprudently in early life, had hindered him from 
entering it sooner. For twenty years he had worked as a clerk, 
when he was fully qualified to have been the head of the firm. 
The death of an uncle who left him a small property unchained 
him from the oar, and as he said, *' Made a man of him at last." 

Poor little man. I never shall forget his joy when he got 
that Important letter. He sprang from his desk, upsetting the 
high stool in his haste, and shook hands with us all round, 
laughing and crying alternately. 

He was a great favorite in the office, and we all rejoiced in his 
good fortune, though I felt sincerely grieved at parting with him. 
He bad been a kind friend to me when I had no friends ; and I 
had spent some quietly happy evenings with him at his humble 
lodgings, in the company of a very pretty and amiable wife. 
Going to visit him occasionally, was the only indulgence I had 
ever been allowed, and these visits were not permitted to be 
of too frequent recurrence. 

He saw how much I was affected at bidding him good-bye. 

*^ Geoffrey," be said, taking me by the hand and drawing me 
aside — "One word with you before we part. I know your 
attachment to me is sincere. Believe me, the feeling is recipro* 
cated in its fullest extent. Your uncle is not your friend. Few 
men act wickedly without a motive. He has his own reasons 
for treating you as he does. I cannot enter into particulars 
here. Nor would I, e»en if time and opportunity warranted, 
for it would do no good. Keep your eyes open, your head 
clear — your temper cool, and your tongue silent, and you will 
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see and learn much without the interference of a second person. 
I am going to open an office in Nottingham, my native town, 
and if ever you want a friend in the hour of need, come to 
Josiah Bassett in the full confidence of affection, and I will help 
you.'' 

This speech roused all my curiouty. I pressed him eagerly to 
tell me all he knew respecting me and my uncle, but he refused 
to satisfy my earnest inquiries. 

The departure of Mr. Bassett, which I regarded as a cala- 
mity, proved one of the most fortunate events in my life. 

His place was supplied by a gentleman of the name of 
Harrison, who was strongly recommended to Mr. Moncton by 
his i»redeces8or as an excellent writer, a man well versed in the 
law, sober and industrious, and in whose integrity he might 
place the utmost reliance. He had no wish to enter into the 
profession, but only sought to undertake the management of the 
office as head clerk. 

Mr, Moncton was a man that never associated himself with a 
partner, and regarded despotic rule as the only one that deserved 
the name. 

When Mr. Harrison was introduced in proprid persond, he did 
not seem to realize his employer's expectations — who, from Mr. 
Bassett's description, had evidently looked for an older and more 
methodical person, and was disappointed in the young and inter* 
esting individual that presented himself. But as he required 
only a moderate salary for his service, he was engaged on trial 
for the next three months. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

6KOB0E HABBIBON. 

GheoBCUB Habbisok was not diBllDgiiiBhed bj anj remarkable 
talents; or endowed with tkat aspiring genlos l^at forces its 
way tiiroagh every obstacle, and places the possessor above the 
or#iary mass with whom he is daily forced to associate. 

Yet, his was no common character ; no every day acqaubnt- 
mce, with whom we may spend a pleasant honr, uid care not if 
we ever meet again in onr jonmey throngh life. 

Tbb moment he entered the ^ce my heart was drawn towards 
bim by an irresistible, myst^ions impnlse, so that lookup npon 
him I loved him, and felt confident that the Mend whom I had 
ard^itly wished to obtain for so many hopeless years, was now 
before me. 

y This impression was strengthened by the simple, unaffected, 
frank manner in which he met the advances of the other clerks. 
There was a charm in his smile, in the rich tones of his deep, 
mellow voic^ that made me anxious to catch the one, and hear 
the other again, though both were marked by quiet, subdued 
sadness. 

His face, strictly speakii^, could not be called handsome ; 
and his general appearance was more remarkable for a refined 
and gentlemanly d^neanor, than for anything particularly strik- 
ing in form or feature. A good head, fine int^igent hazel eyes, 
and a profusion of curling dark brown hair, redeemed his coun- 
tenance from mediocrity ; but its careworn, anidons expression. 
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showed too cleftrlj, that some great life-sorrowy had blighted the 
early promise of yoatii and hope. 

It was some days before I had an opportunity of becoming 
better acquainted with him. We were preparing for the spring 
assizes, and there was w(»rk enongh in the office to haye em- 
ployed twice the number of hands. Nothing was heard 
bat the scratching of pens upon pi^r, from early day until 
midnight. 

At last the hurry was oyer, and we had more leisure to look 
about us. Mr. Moncton was attending a country circ-uit, and 
his watchful eye was no longer upon us. The derks were absent 
at dinner ; Mr. Hurison and I were alone in the ofiiee, wYdck 
he neyer left till six, when he returned to his lodgings in Ghar« 
lotte street to dine ; and unless there happened to be a great 
stress of business whk^ required his presence, we saw him no 
more that night. 

After regarcHng me for some minutes with an earnest scrutiny 
which, ina^mlsiye ereatare that I was, almost offended me, he 
sttd — 

" Am I mistaken, or is your name reaUy Moncton V* 

"Really and truly, Geoffrey Moncton, at your seryioe. 
What made you doubt the fact ?" 

" I had always heard that Mr. Robert Moncton had but one 
son." 

" Surely thwre is enough (rf the breed, without your wishing 
to affiliate me upon him. I flatter myself that we do not in the 
least resemble eadi other. And as to the name, I haye so little 
respect for it, for his sake, that I wish some one would leaye me 
a fortune to change it ; for, between ourselyes, I haye small 
reason to loye it. He is my uncle — my father^s younger brother 
— and I find the Relationship near enough.'' 

This explanation led to a brief sketok of my pdnfai, though 
uneyentful history, to which Mr. Harrison listened with an aur 
of such intense interest that, though it flattered my yanity, not 
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a little siir{H*i8ed me. When I condoded, he grasped my haad 
firmly, muttering to himself — 

** It ifi like him— just like him. The infernal scoandrel P 

'^ What do yoQ know about him 7" said I, astonished at ^ 
excited state into which my reyelations had thrown him. 

" Only too much," he responded, with a heavy dgh ; and 
sinking back in his chair, pressed his hands to his head, like ono 
who wished to shut out painfal recollections, while I continued 
to grasp his arm and stare at him in blank amazement. At 
length, rousing himself, he said with a faint smile, — 

** Don't make big eyes at me, Geoffrey. I cannot tell you all 
you wish to know. At some* other time, and in some other 
place, I will repay the confidence you have reposed in me, and 
satisfy your queries ; but not here— not in the lion's den.'' 

^ For heaven's sake, don't keep silent now," I cried. " You 
have roused my curiosity to such an extravagant pitch, that I 
shall go mad if you hold your tongue. You must speak out." 

"I must not, if, by so doing, I rum your prospects and my 
own. Be satisfied, Geoffrey, that I am your friend ; that hence* 
forth I will regard yon as a brother, and do all in my power to 
lighten and shorten your present bondage."' 

"I threw myself by an irrepressible impulse into his arms. 
He pressed me to his heart ; and the generous assurance he 
gave me of a warm and affectionate sympathy in my destiny, 
nearly atoned for twenty years of sorrow and degradation. The 
intense desire I felt to deserve his esteem, made me anxious to 
cultivate my mind, which I had suffered to lie waste. Harrison 
kindly offered his aid, and supplied me with books. I now 
devoted myself with zeal to the task ; for the first time I had a 
motive for exertion ; I no longer vegetated ; I had a friend, 
and my real life commenced from that day. I set apart two 
hours each mgkt for reading and study, and soon felt a keen 
relish for the employment. 

" In these lie your best hope of independence, Qeoffirey," said 
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my kind frioid, Iftying his hand upon a pile of books, which, for 
lack of a table, he placed npon the track bed in my mean garret. 
Then seating himself beside me on the shabby couch, he pro- 
ceeded to examine, by the light of a miserable tallow candle, a 
translation I had been making from the Orations of Cicero. 
" With your talents, QeofErey, yon need not fear the tyranny of 
any man. It will be your own fault if you do not rise in the 
profession you have chosen." 
" The choice was none of mine." 

" Then be grateful to your unde for once, in ha?ing chosen it 
for you." 
** Do you expect impossibilities.?" and I smiled bitterly. 
" Not exactly. Yet, Qeofifrey, many things that appear at 
first sight impossible, only require a series of perseyering efforts 
to become both easy and practicable. You might render your 
unpleasant position with your uncle more tolerable, by yielding 
to his authority with a better grace. The constant opposition 
you make to his wishes, is both useless and dangerous. Though 
you neither loVe nor respect him, and I should be sorry if you 
could do either, yet, he is entitled to obedience, and a certain' 
degree of deference as your guardian and master." 

" I neyer can willingly obey him," I cried, angrily, " or bring 
my mind to submit to his authority." 

** In which, I assure you, as a friend, you are wrong. As long 
as his commands do not interfere with any moral Qbligation, you 
are bound to listen to them with respect." 

" The man has always been my enemy, and would you haFC 
me become a passive instrument in his hands 7" 

'* Certainly, as long as you remain his clerk, and he does not 
require your aid in any yillainous transaction. If his intentions 
towards you are evil, you cannot frastrate them better than by 
doing^your duty. Believe me, Geoffrey, you have a more dan- 
gerous enemy to contend with, one bound to you by nearer ties, 
who exerdses a more pernicious influence over your mind." 
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" His sordid, selfish, counterpart — ^his vwrtky son V* 

Ckorge shook his head. 

I looked inqoirittgly. 

"A eertain impetaons, wHlfhl, wrong-headed boj, yd^ 
Geoffrey Monctou." 

" Pish I" I exclaimed, shrugging my shoulders ; ** is tiiis yoor 
friendship ?" 

" The best proof I can give yon of it.'* 

I walked hastily to and fro, the nanrow limits of the chamber, 
raising, at every step, a dond of dast from folds of old, yellow 
parchment and masty rolls oi paper, that had aconmnlated there 
for the last half century, and lay in a pile upon the fioor. I was 
in no hnmor to Msten to a lecture, particularly when my own 
Sanity temper was to be the principal subject, and form the text. 
Harrison watched my movements fof some time in silence, with 
a provokingly-amused air ; not in the least discouraged by my 
wayward mood ; but evidently ready for uiother attack. 

'' Prithee, Geoffrey, leave off raising that cloud of dust, dis- 
turbing the evil spirits that have long slumbered in yon forgot^ 
ten pile of professional rubbishi and sit down quietly and listen 
to reason.'' 

I felt annoyed, and would not resume my place' beside him, 
but, assuming a very stately air, seated myself opposite to my 
tormentor on a huge iron chest, which was the only seat, save 
the bed, in the room ; and then, fixing my eyes reproachfully 
upon him, I sat as stiff as a pdcer, without relaxing a muscle of 
my face. 

He laughed outright 

^' You are displeased with my bluntness, Geoffrey, and I am 
Miused with your dignity. That eolemn, proud face would 
become the Lord Chancellor of England." 

'* Hold joriT tongue, you tormenting wretch ; I won't be 
laughed at in this absurd manner. What have I done to deserve 
such a sermon ?" 
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'* ' Vanity, vanity, all is vanity, saith the preacher,' and snrely, 

Geoffrey, your vanity exceeds all other vanity. I hint at a 

fault, and point it out for correction. You imagine yourself 

perfection, and are up in arms in a moment. Answer me, 

^seriously : do you ever expect to settle in life ?" 

" I have dared to cherish the forlorn hope." 

" Forlorn as it is, you are takmg the best method to destroy 
it.'' 

*' What would you have me do ?" 

** Yield to circumstances." 

" Become a villain ?" This was said with a very tragic air. 

" May heaven forbid ! I would be sorry to see you so 
nearly resemWe your uncle. But I would have you avoid use- 
lessly offending him ; for, by constantly inflaming his mind to 
anger, you may ruin your own prospects, and be driven, in des- 
peration, to adopt measures for obtaining a living, scarcely less 
dishonorable than his own." 

" Go on," I cried ; " it is all very well for you to talk in this 
philosophical strain ; you have not been educated in the same 
bitter school with me ; you have not known what it is to 
writhe beneath the oppressive authority of this cold, unfeeling 
man ; you cannot understand the nature of my sufferings, or l^e 
painful humiliation I must daily endure." 

He took my hand affectionately. 

" Geoffrey, how do you know all this? Yours is not a pro- 
fession which allows men to jump at conclusions. What can 
you tell of my past or present trials. What if I should say, 
they had been far greater and worse to bear than your own ?" 

** Impossible I" 

" All things that have reference to sorrow and trouble, in 
this world, are only too possible. But I will have patience with 
you, my poor friend ; your heart is very sore. The deadly 
wounds in mine are partially healed ; yet, my experience of life 
has been bought with bitter tears. The loss of hope, heaHh 
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•ad self-respect. I am williag that you should profit bj this ; 
and, having made this coBfessioD, will yoa condescend to hear 
mj lecture to an end V 

" Oh, tdl me something more about yourself. I would rather 
listen to your sorrows, than have my faults paraded betoe 
me." 

A melancholy smile passed over his face. 

" Qeoflfrey, what a child you are I Listen to me. You haye 
solved this personal dislike to your uncle and his son, to over- 
top — like some rank weed — every better growth of , your mind ; 
to destroy your moral integrity and mental advantage ; to 
interfere with your studies, and prevent any beneficial result 
which might arise from your situation as clerk in this office. 
Is this wise?" ^ 

I remained obstinately silent. 

** You are lengthening the term of your bondage, and riveting 
the fetters you are so anxious to break. Does not your uncle 
know this? Does he not laugh at your impotent efforts to 
.break Jiis yoke from off your neck ? In one short year your 
articles will expire, and you will become a free agent. But, 
with the little knowledge you have gained of your, profession, 
what would liberty do for you ? Would it procure for you a 
better situation ; establish your claims as a gentleman, or fill 
an empty purse ?" 

" Let the worst come to the worst — I could work for my 
bread." 

" iNot such an easy thing as you imagine." 

" With health, strength and youth on my side, what should 
hinder me ?" 

"Your nucleus infinence, which is very great. The world 
does not know him, as we know him. He is considired an 
upright, honorable man. One word from him would blast your 
character, and keep you out of every office in London." 

I felt my cheeks grow pale. I had never seen matters in this 
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light betoe. StQl, I would not yidd to the argnmeuts of my 
friend. The obstinate spirit of the Monctons was in actaye ope- 
ration just then, and woold not submit to reason. 

" There are more ways of earning a living than by foUowiag 
the profession of the law/' sud I, doggedly. 

*! To all of which yon have an apprenticeship to serve. Thii^ 
Oeoffrey, of the thousands of respectable young men who are 
looking for employment in this vast metropolis, and how few are 
successful ; and then ask yourself how you, without m^ey, 
without friends, and with a powerful enemy to crush all your 
honest endeavors, and render them abortive, are likely to earn 
your own living." 

I was struck speechless, and, for the first time in my life, 
became aware of my utter inability to extricate myself out of 
the net of difficulties that surrounded me. 

" You are convinced at last. Look me steadUy in the face, 
Geoffrey, and own that you are beaten. Nay, smooth that 
frowQiug brow ; it makes you look like Robert Moneton. 

" Yoar profession is a fortune in itself, if you persevere in 
acquiring it. Be not discouraged by difficulties that beset the 
path. A poor man's road to independence is always up-hill 
work Duty fences the path on either side, and success waves 
her flag from the summit ; but every step must be trod, often in 
ragged garments and with bare feet, if we would reach the 
top." 

I pressed George Harrison's hand, silently within my own. 
He had won a great victory over obstinacy and self-conceit. 

From that hour my prospects heightened. I became a new 
creature, full of hope, activity and trust. My legal studies 
engaged all my leisure moments. I had no time left to brood 
over my wrongs. My mind had formed an estimate of its own 
powers ; the energetic spirit which had been wasted in endless 
cavils and contradictiops — ^for my temper was faulty and head- 
strong, and my uncle not always the aggressor — ^now asserted 
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Us own dignitj, and famished me with the weapon most needed 
in sach petty warfjEire — self-respect. Harrison had given me a 
motive for exertion, and I was ashamed of having suffered my 
mental powers to remain so long inactive. As my mind 
recovered a healthy tone, my spirits rose in proportion. Hie 
thirst tot improvement daily acquired new strength, while my 
industry not only surprised, but drew forth the commendations 
erf my unde. 

" What has become of your churlnh, morose temper, Geof- 
firey V he said to me one day, at dinner ; " why, boy, yon are 
greatly changed of late. From a sulky, impertinent, vindictive 
lad, you have became an industrious, agreeable, pleasant 
Mow." 

"It is never too late to mend, uncle," said I, laughing, 
though I did not much relish his portrait of what I had been. 
" My temper I found a greater punishment to myself than to 
others, so I thought it high time to change it for a better." 

" You were perfectly right. I have a better hope for your 
fhtore than I once had. I shall be able to make something out 
<rf you yet." 

This unlooked-for condescension on the part of Mr. Moncton, 
ioftened the hard feelings I had long cherished against him 
mto a more Christian*like endurance of his peculiarities ; and 
the conscientious discharge of my own duty taught me to 
consider his interests as my own. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

UNORATIFIED GUBtOSITT. 

There is a period in every young man's first outset in life, 
that gives a coloring to his future destiny. It is the time for 
action, for mental and moral improvement, and the manner in 
which it is applied or neglected, will decide his character, or 
leave him weak and vacillating all the days of his life. 

If this precious portion of existence is wasted in frivolous 
amusements, time gets the start of us, and no after-exertion 
enables us. to overtake him in his flight. This important era 
was \ mine — and I lost no opportunity of turning it to the best 
advantage. I worked early and late in the office, and made 
myself master of the nature of the work that employed my 
hands. I learned the philosophy of those law forms, which 
hitherto I had only copied mechanically, and looked upon as a 
weary task, and I soon reaped the benefit of my increased stock 
of knowledge. Grave ijaen, in the absence of my uncle, often 
applied to me for information and advice, which I felt proud and 
happy in being able to supply. 

Thus, I found that in serving my employer faithfully, I con- 
ferred the greatest benefit on myself ; and the hours devoted to 
study, while they formed a pleasant recreation from the day 
labors of the office, were among the happiest and most sinless of 
my life. 

I was seldom admitted into my uncle's drawing-room, and 
never allowed to mingle with evening parties, which, during the 
brief visits. of Theophilus to his home, were not only frequent, 
but very brilliant. This I felt as a great hardship. My soli- 
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tary and companionless youth had deeply imbued my mind with 
romance. I was fond of castle-building ; I pictured to myself 
the world as a paradise, and fancied that I was an illustrious 
actor in scenes of imaginary splendor, which bore no analogy to 
the dull realities of my present life. 

I was a dream# of wild dreams, and suffered my enthusiasm 
to get the master of reason, and betray me into a thousand 
absurdities. My love for poetry and music was excessive. I 
played upon the flutdby ear, and often when alone, dissipated 
my melancholy thoughts by breathing them into the instru- 
ment. 

Through this medium, Harrison became an adept at discover- 
ing the state of my feelings. '* My flute told tales," he said. 
" It always spoke the language of my heart." Yet from him I 
had few concealments. He was my friend and bosom counsellor, 
in whom I reposed the most unreserved confidence. But strange 
to say, this confidence was not mutual. There was a mystery 
about George that I could not fathom ; a mental reservation 
that was tantalizing and inexplicable. 

He was a gentleman in education, appearance and manners, 
and possessed those high and honorable feelings, which if dis- 
played in a peasant, would rank him as one, and which are 
inseparable from all who really deserve the title. He never 
spoke to me of his family — ^never alluded to the events of his 
past life, or the scenes in which his childhood had been spent. 
He talked of sorrow and sickness — of chastisements in the 
school of adversity, in general terms ; but he never revealed the 
cause of these trials, or why a young man of his attainments was 
reduced to a situation so far below the station he ought to have 
held in society. 

I was half inclined to quarrel with him for so pertinaciously 
concealing from me circumstances which I thought I had a right 
to know ; and in which, when known, I was fully prepared to 
sympathize. A thousand times I was on the point of remon- 

3 
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strating with him on this undue reserve, which appeared so 
foreign to his frank, open nature, bnt feelings of delicacj 
restrained me. 

What right had J to pry into his secrets? My impertinent 
curiosity might reopen wounds that time had closed. There 
were, doubtless, good reasons for his withholdi^ the information 
I coveted. 

Yet, I must confess that I had an intense curiosity — a buro- 
iug desire to know the history of his past life. For many long 
months my wishes remained ungratified. 

At this time I felt an ardent desire to see something more of 
life, to mingle in the gay scenes of the great world around me. 
Pride, however, withheld me from accepting the many pressing 
invitations I daily received from the clerks in the office, to join them 
in parties of pleasure, to the theatres and other places of public 
amusement. Mr; Moncton had strictly forbidden me to leave 
the house of an evening ; but as he was often absent of a night, 
I could easily have evaded his commands ; but I scorned to 
expose to strangers the meanness of my wealthy relative, by 
confessing that mine was an empty purse; while the thought of 
enjoying myself at the expense of my generous companions, was 
not to be tolerated for an instant. If I could not go as a gen- 
tleman, and pay my own share of the entertamment, I deter- 
mined not to go at all ; and these resolutions met with the 
entire approbation of my friend Harrison. 

" Wait patiently, Geoffrey, and fortune will pay up the arrears 
of the long debt she owes you. It is an old and hackneyed 
saying, 'That riches alone, cannot confer happiness upon the 



'* My uncle and cousin are living demonstrations of the truth 
of the proverb. Mr. Moncton is affluent, and might enjoy all 
the luxuries that wealth can procure ; yet he toils with as much 
assiduity to increase his riches, as the poorest laborer does to 
earn bread for his family. He can acquire, but has not the 
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heart to enjoy — ^whUe the bad disposition of TheophOas would 
render him, under any circumstances, a miserable man. Yet, 
after all, George, in this bad world, money is power." 

" Only, to a certain extent — to be happy, a man must be good. 
Religiously — morally — ^physically. He must bear upon his heart 
the image of the Prince of Peace, before he can truly value the 
glorious boon of life." 

•♦Iwish I could see these things in the same calm unpre- 
judiced light," said I ; " but I find it a bitter mortification, after 
so many years of hard labor, to be without a penny to pay for 
seemg a raree-show." 

Harrison laughed heartily. " You will perhaps say, that it is 
easy for me to preach against riches ; but like the Fox in the 
fable, the grapes are. sour. But I speak with indifference of the 
good that Providence has placed beyond my reach. GeoiBfrey, 
I was once the envied possessor of wealth, which in my case 
was productive of much evil." 

" How did you lose such an advantage Y^ I eagerly cried. 
" Do tell me something of your past life ?" 

This was the first allusion he had made to his former circum- 
stances ; and I was determined not to let the opportunity pass 
unnoticed. . 

He seemed to guess my thoughts. " Are you anxious for a 
humiliating confession, of vanity, folly and prodigality ; well 
Geoffrey, you shall have it — ^but mark me — ^it will only be in gen- 
eral terms — I cannot enter into particulars. I was bom poor, 
and unexpectedly became rich, and like many persons in like cir- 
cumstances, I was ashamed of my mean origin ; and thought, 
by making a dashing appearance and squandering lavishly my 
wealth, to induce men to forget my humble birth. The world 
applauds such madness as long as the money lasts, and for a 
short period, I had friends and flatterers at will. 

" My brief career terminated in ruin and disgrace — ^wealth 
that is not acqmrcd by industry, is seldom retained by prudence ; 
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and to those nnacqnainted with the real value of money, a large 
sum always appears inexhaustible. So it was with me. I spent, 
without calculating the cost, and soon lost all. The world now 
wore a very dififerent aspect. I was deserted by all my gay 
associates, my most intimate companions passed me in the streets 
without recognition. I knew that this would be the result of 
my altered fortunes, yet the reality cut me to the heart. 

" These are mortifying lessons, which experience — wisdcnn's 
best counsellor — daily teaches us ; and a man must either be yery 
self-conceited, or very insensible, who cannot profit by her valu- 
able instructions. The hour that brought to me the humiliating 
conviction, that I was a person of no consequence ; that the 
world could go on very well without me ; that my merry -com- 
panions would not be one jot less facetious, though I was absent 
from their jovial parties, was, after all, not the most miserable 
of my life. 

" I woke as from a dream. The scales had fallen fr(Hn my 
eyes, I knew myself — and became a wiser and better man — I 
called all my creditors together, discharged my debts, and found 
myself free of the world in the most literal sense. 

" Good Heavens 1" I exclaimed. " How could you bear such 
a dreadful reverse with such fortitude — such magnanimity ?" 

" You give me greater credit than I deserve, Geoffrey — my 
imprudent conduct merited a severe punishment, and I had sense 
enough to discern that it was just. After the first shock was 
over, I felt happier in my poverty than I had ever done during 
my unmerited prosperity — I had abused the gifts of fortune 
while they were mine, and I determined to acquire an independ- 
ence by my own exertions. A friend, whom 1 had scarcely 
regarded as such, during my reckless career of folly, came unex- 
pectedly to my assistance, and offered to purchase for me a com- 
mission in the army, but I had private reasons for wishing to 
obtain a situation in this office ; writing a good hand, and hav- 
ing been originally educated for the profession, together with 
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the recommendation of Mr. Bassett who was related to my 
friend, procured me the place I now hold.** 

** And yonr reasons for coming here P* I cried, baming with 
curiositf. 

" Pardon me, Geoffrey. That is my secret." 

He spoke with the cahnness of a philosopher, bnt I saw the 
tears in his eyes as he tamed mechanicaliy to the parchment he 
was copying, and affected an air of cheerful resignation. 

The candid exposure of his past faults and follies raised, rather 
than sunk him in my estimation ; but I was sadly disappointed 
at the general terms in which they were revealed. I wanted to 
know every event of his private life, and this abridgment was very 
tantalizing. 

While I was pondering these things in my heart, the pen he 
had grasped so tightly was flung to some distance, and he raised 
his fine eyes to my face. 

*' Thank God, Geoflrey 1 — ^I have not, as yet, lost the faculty 
of feeling — ^that I can see and deplore the errors of the past. 
When I think of what I was — what I am —and what I might 
have been, it brings a cloud over my mind which often dissolves 
in tears. This is the weakness of human nature. But the years 
80 uselessly wasted rise up in dread array against me, and the 
flood-gates of the soul are broken up by bitter and remorseful 
regrets. But see," he cried, dashing the thickening mist from 
his eyes, and resuming his peculiarly benevolent smile. '' The 
dark cloud has passed, and George is himself again." 
• "You are happier than I. You can smile through your 
tears," I cried, regarding his April face with surprise. 

*' And so would you, Geoffrey, if, like me, you had brought 
your passions under the subjection of reason." 

" It is no easy task, George, to storm a city, when your own 
subjects defend the walls, and at every attack drive you back 
with your own weapons, into the trenches. I will, however, 
coDuncnce the attack, by striving to forget that there is a world 
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beyond these gloomy walls, in whose busy scenes I am forbidden 
to mingle." 

" Yalllantly resolved, Geoffrey. But how comes it, that you 
did not tell me the news this morning V 

" News — ^what news ?" 

*' Your consin Theophilns returned last night." 

** The devil he did. That's everything but good news to me. 
But are you sure the news is true V 

" My landlady is sister to Mr, Moncton's housekeeper. I had 
my information from her. She tells me that the father and son 
Are on very bad terms." 

'' I have seldom heard Mr. Moncton mention him of late. I 
wonder we have not seen him in the office. He generally pa^s 
08 an early visit to show off his fine clothes, and to insult me." 

*' Talk of his satanio majesty, Geoff. You know the rest. 
Here comes the heir of the house of Moncton." 

** He does not belong to the elder branch," I cried, fiercely. 
'' Poor as I am, I consider myself the head of the house, and 
one of these days will dispute his right to that title." 

"Tush I" said George, resuming his pen, "you are talking 
sad nonsense. But thereby hangs a tale." 

I looked up inquiringly. Harrison was hard at work. I saw 
a mischievous smile hovering about his lips. He turned his 
back abruptly to the door, and bent more closely over his parch- 
ment^ as Theophilus Moncton entered the office equipped for 
a journey. 
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OHAPTBE IX. 



A POBKRilT. 



Two years had passed away since I last beheld my coaiio, 
and danng his absence, there had be^ peace between his father 
and me. He ^)peared before me like the evil genios of the 
hoQse, prepared to renew the old hostility, and I coidd not meet 
him with tiie least show of cordiality and affeclaon. 

I am not a good hand at sketching portraits, bnt the person 
of my coosin is so fresh in my memory, his image so closely 
interwoven with all the leading events of my life, that I can 
scarcely fail in giving a tolerably correct likeness of the origkial. 

He was jnst about the middle statnre, his fignre slender and 
exceedingly well made ; and bnt for a strong dash of affectation, 
which marred idl that he dLd and said, his carriage wonld have 
been easy and graceful. His head was small and handsomely 
pkced npon his shoulders, his features shai^ly defined and very 
prcMnment. His teeth were daszlingly white, but so long and nar- 
row that they looked as if they could bite you under the least pto^ 
vocation, which gave a peculiarly sinister and malicious expres- 
sion to his face — ^which expression was greatly heightened by the 
ghastly contortion that was meant for a smile, and which was 
in constant requisition, in order to show off the said teeth, 
which Theophilus considered one of his greatest attractions. 
Bnt my cousin had no personal attractions. There was nothing 
manly or decided about him. Smooth and insidious where he 
wished to please, his first appearance to strangers was always 



Digitized 



byGoogk 



56 THS MOKCTONB. 

UDprepossessing ; and few persons on th^ first introduotion, 
had any great desire to extend their acquaintance. 

He onght to have been fair, for his hair and whiskers were of 
the palest tint of brown; bat his complexion was grey and 
mnddj, and his large sea-green eyes afforded not the least con- 
trast to the uniform smokiness of his skin. Those cold, sdfish, 
deceitful eyes. His father's in shape and expression, but ladUag 
the dark strength — the stem determined look that at times 
lighted up Robert Moncton's proud, cruel face. 

Much as I disliked the father, he was, in his worst moods, 
more tolerable to me than his son. Glimpses of his mind would 
at times flash out through those unnaturally bright eyes ; and 
betray somewhat of the hell within. But Theophilus was close 
and dark — a sealed book which no man could open and read. 
An overweening sense of his own importance was the only trait 
of his character which lay upon the surface ; and this, his 
master failing, was revealed by every look and gesture. 

A servile flatterer to persons of rank, and insolent and 
tyrannical to those whom he considered beneath him, he united in 
his character, the qualifications of both tyrant and slave. 

The most brilliant sallies of wit could not produce the least 
brightening effect upon his saturnine countenance, or the most 
pathetic burst of eloquence draw the least moisture to his eye, 
which only became animated when contradicting some well- 
received opinion, or discussing the merits of an acquaintance^ 
and placing his faults and follies in the most conspicuous light. 

He was endowed with excellent practical abilities, possessed 
a most retentive memory, and a thorough knowledge of the 
most intricate windings of the human heart. Nothing escaped 
his observation. It would have been a difficult matter to have 
made a tool of one, whose suspicions were always wide awake ; 
who never acted from impulse, or without a motive, and who 
had a shrewd knack of rendering the passions oi others subser- 
vient to his own. 
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He was deroted to sensnal pleasures, but the mask he wore 
so effectually concealed his yicioos propensities, that the most 
caatioQS parents would have admitted him, without hesitation, 
into their family circle. 

Robert Moncton thought himself master of the mind of his 
son, and fancied him a mere puppet in his hands ; but his 
conning was foiled by the superior cunning of Theophilus, and 
he ultimately became the dupe and victim of the being for 
whose aggrandizement he did not scruple to commit the worst 
mmes. 

Theophilus was extremely neat in his dress, and from the 
crayat to the well-polished boot his costume was perfect. An 
effeminate, solemn-looking dandy outwardly — within, as fero- 
cious imd hard a human biped as ever disgraced the name of 
man. 

" Well, Geoff I" he said, condescendingly presenting his hand, 
" what haye you been doing for the last two years T' 

" Writing, in the old place,'' said I, carelessly. 

" A fixture ! — ha, ha 1 'A rolling stone,' they say, ' gathers 
no moss.' How does that agree with your stationary position f " 

*' It only proves, that all proverbs have two sides to them," 
said I. '* You roll about the world and scatter, the moss that 
I sit here to help accumulate." 

" What a lucky dog you are," he said, " to escape so easily 
firom the snares and temptations of this wicked world. While I 
am tormented with ennui, blue-devils and dyspepsia, you sit still 
aad grow in stature and knowledge. By Jove I you are too 
big to wear my cast-off suits now. My valet will bless the 
increase of your outward man, and I don't think you have at all 
profited by the circumstance. Where the deuce did you get 
that eccentric turn-out ? It certainly does not remind one of 
Bond street." 

" Mr. Theophilus 1" I cried, reddening with indignation. 
** Did you come here on purpose to insult me ?" 

3* 
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'' Sit Still, now, like a good lad, and don't fij into Inroies and 
giye ns a scene. I am too lazj to pick a quarrel wi^ yoo. 
What a confounded wet morning. It has disarranged aQ my 
plans. I ordered the groom to bring up my mare at eleyen. 
The rain commenced at ten. I think it means to keep on at 
this rate, all day." 

He cast a peerish glance at the dnsty gronnd-glass windows. 

** There's no catching a glimpse of heayen throngh these <£m 
panes. My father's clerks are not called npon to resist the 
temptation of looking into the streets." 

"They might not inappropriately be called the pdns and 
penalties of lawyer's clerks," said I, smothering my anger, as I 
saw by the motion of Harrison's head, that he was suffering 
from an agony of suppressed laughter. 

*' Not a bad idea that. The plan of grinding the glass was 
suggested by me. An ingenious one, is it not? My father 
had the good sense to adopt it. It's a pity that his example 
is not followed by all the lawyers and merchants in London." 

In spite of the spattering of Harrison's pen, that told me 
as plainly as words could haye done, that he was highly amused 
at the scene, I felt irritated at Theophilus joking about a cir- 
cumstance which, to me, was a great priyation and annoyance. 

" If you had a seat in this office, Mr. Theophilus," said I, 
laying a strong stress upon the personal pronoun, ^* you would, 
I am certain, take good care to keep a peep-hole, well-glazed, 
for your own conyenience." 

" If I were in the office," he replied, with one of his sidelong, 
satirical glances, " I should haye too much to do in keeping the 
clerks at work and in their places, to haye much time for look- 
ing out of the window. My father would do well to hire an 
oyerseer for idle hands." 

Harrison's tremulous fit increased, while I was burning with 
indignation, and rose passionately from my seat. 

'* Geoffrey" — pronounced in an undertone, restrained me 
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firon eommttting an act of vkdenee. I resnmed mj stool, mat- 
tering aiuMbly between mj teeth — 

" Contemptible puppy 1'' 

I Wfts quite ready for a quarrel, but Theopbilus, contrary to 
my expectations, did not choose to take any notice of my impru- 
dent speech. Not that he wanted personal coori^. Like the 
wa^ he could, when unproToked, attack others, and sUng with 
tenfold malice when he felt or &ncied an afl&ont. His forbear- 
ance on the present occasion, I attributed to the very handsome 
riding-dress in which he had encased his slight and elegant form. 
A contest with a strong, powerful young fellow like me, might 
have ended in its demolition. 

Slashing his boot with his riding-whip, and glancing carelessly 
towards the window, he said, with ui air of perfect indiffierence : 

'* Well, if the rain means to pour in this way all day, it is 
certain that I cannot prosecute my journey to DoTcr on horse- 
back. I must take the coach, and leave the groom to follow 
wil^ the horses.'^ 

"Dover 1" I repeated, with an involuntary start, "are you 
oflffOT France?'' 

" Yes " (with a weary yawn) ; " I shall not return until I have 
laade the tour of Eurq)e, and I just stuped in for a moment to 
say good bye.'' 

^^UnusvMiUy kind," said I, with a sneer. 

He remained silent for a few minutes, and seemed slightly 
embarrassed, as if he found difficulty in brining out what he 
had to say. 

" Geoffrey, I may be absent several years. It is just possible 
that we may never meet again." 

"I hope so," was the response in my heart, while he con- 
tinued — 

" Your time in this office expires when you reach your major- 
ity. Our paths in life are very different, and from that period 
I must insist upon our remaining perfect strangers to each other .** 
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Before I had time to answer his nngradoos speech, he tamed 
upon his heel and left the office, and me literallj foaming with 
passion. 

" Thank God he is gone I" cried Harrison. " My dear Geoff, 
accept my sincere congratnlations. It would indeed be a bless- 
ing did you never meet again." 

** Oh, that he had stayed another minute, that I might have 
demolished the foul biped of his gay plumes.'^ 

" Don't be vindictive." 

" I'm so angry — so mortified, George, I can scarcely conkoi 
myself." 

" Nonsense. His departure is a fortunate event for you." 

" Of course — the absence of one so actively annoying, must 
make my bondage more tolerable." 

" Listen to me, petulant boy 1 There is war in the camp. 
Theophilus leaves the house under the ban of his father's anger. 
They have had a desperate quarrel, and he quits London in dis- 
grace ; and if you are not a gainer by this change in the domes- 
tic arrangements, my name is not George Harrison." 

" Why do you think so ?" 

" Because I know more of Robert Moncton than you do. To 
provoke his son to jealousy, he will take you into favor. If 
Theophilus has gone too far — ^he is so revengeful, so unforgiv- 
ing — ^he may, probably, make you his heir." 

" May God forbid I" cried I, vehemently. 

Harrison laughed. 

"Gold is too bright to betray the dirty channels through 
which it flows — and I feel certain, Geoffrey " 

A quick rap at the office door terminated all further colloquy, 
and I rose to admit the intruder. 

Harrison and I generally wrolfe in an inner room, which 
opened into the public office ; and a passage Jed from the apart- 
ment we occupied, into Mr. Moncton's private study, in which 
he generally spent the fore-part of the day, and in which he 
received persons who came to consult him on particular business. 
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On ^ipeiiit^ the door which led into the public office, a woman 
wrapped closely in a*" black camblet cloak, glided into the room. 

Her face was so completely concealed by the large calash and 
veil £he wore, and, bnt for the stoop in the shoulders, it would 
haye been difficult at a first glance to have determined her age. 

"Is Mr. MoDcton at home?" Her voice was harsh and 
unpleasant ; it had a hissing, grating intonation, which was 
painful to the ear. 

The moment the stranger spoke, I saw Harrison start, and 
turn very pale. He rose hastily from his seat and walked to a 
case of law-books which stood in a dark recess, and taking down 
a volume, continued standing with his back towards us, as if 
intently occupied with its contents. 

This circumstance made me regard the woman with more 
attention. She appeared about sixty years of age. Her face 
was sharp, her eyes black and snake«like, while her brow was 
channelled into deep furrows that made you think it almost 
impossible that she had ever been young or handsome. Her 
upper lip was unusually short, and seemed to writhe with a 
perpetual sneer ; and in spite of her corrugated brow, long nose, 
and curved chin, which bore the unmistakable marks of age, 
her fine teeth gleamed white and ghastly, when she unclosed her 
fleshless, thin lips. A human creature with a worse, or more 
sinister aspect, I have seldom, during the course of my life, 
beheld. 

In answer to her inquiry, I informed her that Mr. Moncton 
was at home, but particularly engaged ; and had given orders 
for no one to be admitted to his study before noon. 

With a look of bitter disappointment, she then asked to speak 
to Mr. Theophilus. 

" He has just left for France, and will not return for several 
years.'' 

** Gone ! — and I am too late," she muttered to herself. " If 
I cannot see the son, I must and vnll speak to the father." 

** Your business then, was with Mr. Theophilus ?" said I, no 
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longer able to restrain mj oariosity, for I was dying to learn 
something of the strange being whose presence had givea nijr 
friend Harrison's nerves snch a sodden shock. 

^* Impertinent boy I'' she said with evident disj^easure. 
** Who tanght yon to catechise your elders 7 Go, and tell yonr 
employer that Dinah North is here ; and must see }nm imme- 
diately/' 

As I passed the dark nook in which Harrison was playing 
at hide-and-seek, he laid his hand npon my arm, and whi^ered in 
French, a language he spoke flnently, and in which he had been 
giving me lessons for some time, ** My happiness is deeply con- 
cerned in yon hag's commission. Bead well Moncton's counte- 
nance, and note down his words, while you deliver her message, 
and report your observations to me." 

I looked up in his face with astonishment. His countenance 
was livid with excitement and agitation, and his whole frame 
trembled. Before I could utter a word, he had quitted the office. 
Amazed and bewildered, I glanced back towards the being, who 
was the cause of this emotion, and whom I now regarded with 
intense interest. 

She had sunk down into Harrison's vacant seat, her elbows 
supported on her knees, and her head resting between the palma 
of her hands. Her face completely concealed from observation. 
" Dinah North," I whispered to myself; "that is a name I never 
heard before. Who the deuce can she be ?" With a flushed 
cheek and hurried step I hastened to my uncle's study to deliver 
her message. 

I found him alone ; he was seated at the table, looking over 
a long roll of parchment. He was much displeased at the inter- 
ruption, and reproved me in a stern voice for disobeying his posi- 
tive orders ; and, by way of conciliation, I repeated my errand. 

" Tell that woman," he cried, in a voice hoarse with emotion, 
" that IvnUnot see her 1 nor any one belonging to her." 

"The mystery thickens," thought I. "What can all this 
mean ?" 



Digitized 



byGoogk 



THB MOKOTONS. /M 

*' On re-entering the office, I fotind the old woman haddled up 
la her wet clothes, in the same dejected attitude in which I had 
left her. When I addressed her, she raised her head with a fierce, 
menacing gesture. She eyidently mistook me for Mr. Moncton, 
and smiled disdainfully on perceiving her error. When I 
repeated his answer, it was received with a bitter and derisive 
laugh. 

'* He will not see me V* 

** I have given you my uncle's answer.'' 

" Unde!" she cried, with a repetition of the same horrid laugh. 
^* By courtesy, I suppose ; I was not aware that there was 
another shoot of that accursed tree." 

I gazed upon her like one in a dream. The old woman drew 
a slip of paper from her bosom, bidding me convey that to my 
tDorthy uncle, and ask him, in her name, " whether he, or his son, 
dared to refuse admittance to the 'bearer." 

I took the billet from her withered hand, and once more pro- 
ceeded to the study. As I passed through the passage, an irre- 
sistible impulse of curiosity induced me to read the paper, which 
was neatly folded (although unsealed) together, and my eye 
glanced upon the following words, traced in characters of uncom- 
mon beauty and delicacy : 

** If Robert Monoton refoses to admit my claims, and to do me justice, I 
wiU expose bis villainy, and bis son's beartless desertion, to tbc world. 

"A.M." 

I had scarcely read the mysterious billet than I felt that I 
had done wrong — ^had acted basely; that whatever the contents 
of the paper entrusted to my keeping might be, they were 
sacred, and I had no right to violate them. I was humbled 
and abashed in my own eyes, and the riddle appeared as 
difficult of solution as ever. My uncle's voice sounded as omin- 
ously in my ears as the stroke of a death-bell, as he called me 
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sharplj by name. Hastily re-folding the note, I went into his 
stndy, and placed it on the table before him, with an averted 
glance and trembling hand. I dreaded lest his keen, clear eye 
should read guilt in my conscious face. Fortunately for me, he 
was too much agitated himself to notice my confusion. He 
eagerly clutched the paper, and his aspect grew dark as he 
perused it. 

''Geoffrey," he said, and his voice, generally so clear and 
passionless, sunk into a choking whisper, ''Is that woman 
gone ?" 

" No, uncle, she is still there, and dares you to refuse her 
admittance." 

I had thought Bobert Moncton icy and immovable — ^that his 
blood never flowed like the blood of other men. I had deceived 
myself. Beneath the snow-capped mountain, the volcano con- 
ceals its hottest fires. My uncle's cold exterior was but the icy 
crust that hid the fierce passions that burnt within his breast. 
He forgot my presence in the excitement of the moment, and 
that stern, unfeeling eye blazed with lurid fire. 

" Fool I — madman — ^insane idiot 1" he cried, tearing the note 
to pieces, and trampling on the fragments in his ungovernable 
rage ; " how have you marred your own fortune, destroyed your 
best hopes, and annihilated all my plans for your future advance- 
ment 1" 

Suddenly he became conscious of my presence, and glancing 
at me with his usual iron gravity, said, with an expression of 
haughty indifference, as if my opinion of his extraordinary con- 
duct was a matter of no importance, 

** Geoffrey, go and tell that mad-woman But no. I 

will go myself." 

He advanced to the door, seemed again irresolute, and finally 
bade me show her into the study. Dinah North rose with alac- 
rity to obey the summons, and for a person of her years, seemed . 
to possess great activity of mind and body. I felt a secret 
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loatliing for the hag, and pitied mj ancle the unpleasant confer- 
ence which I was certain awaited him. 

Mr. Moncton had resnmed his seat in his large study chair, 
add he rose with such calm dignity to receiye his unwelcome 
visitor, that his late agitation appeared a delusion of my own 
heated imagination. 

Curiosity was one of my besetting sins. Ah, how I longed to 
know the substance of their discourse ; for I felt a mysterious 
presentiment that in some way or another, my future destiny 
was connected with this stranger. I recalled the distress of 
Harrison, the dark hints he had thrown out respecting me, and 
his evident knowledge, not only of the old woman, but of the 
purport of her visit. 

I was tortmred with conjectures. I lingered in the passage. 
I applied my ear to the key-hole ; but the conversation was 
carried on in too low a tone for me even to distinguish a solitary 
monoeyllable ; and ashamed of acting the part of a spy, I stole 
back with noiseless steps to my place in the office. I found 
George at his desk ; his face was very pale, and I thought I 
could perceive the trace of tears on his swollen eyelids. For 
some time he wrote on in silence, without asking a word about 
the secret that I was burning to tell. I was the first to speak 
and lead him to the subject. 

" Dear George, do you know that horrible old woman V* 

''Too well ; she is my grandmother, and nursed me in my 
infancy.** 

" Then, what made you so anxious to avoid a recognition?'* 

" I did not want Tier to know that I was living. She believes 
me dead : nay more — " he continued, lowering his voice to a 
whisper, ''she thinks she murdered me. His lips quivered as he 
mnrmured, in half-smothered tones : "And she — the beautiful, 
the lost one — ^what will become of her ?" 

" Oh, Harrison I" I cried, " do speak out ; nor torture me 
with these dark hints. If you Are a true friend, give me your 
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whole confidence, nor let joor silence give rise to paiofol conjec- 
tures and doabts. I have no concealments from yon. Such 
mental reservation on your part is every tiling bat kind." 

** I frankly acknowledge that yon have just cause is sospftct 
me," said George, with his usual sad, winning smile. " But this 
is not a safe place to discuss matters of vital interest to us 
both — ^matters which involve life and death. I trust to dear 
up the mystery one of these days, and for that purpose I am 
here. But tell me : how did Moncton receive this woman — 
this Dinah North ?" 

I related the scene, without omitting the dishonorable part I 
had acted in it. When I repeated the contents of the note, his 
calm face crimsoned with passion, his eyes flashed, and his lips 
quivered with indignation. 

^' Yes, I thought it would come to that ; unhappy, miserable 
Alice 1 how could you bestow the affections of a warm, true 
heart on a despicable wretch like Theophilus Moncton. The 
old fiend's ambition and this fatal passion have been your ruin." 

For some time he remained with his face bowed upon his 
hands ; at length, raising his head, and turning to me with 
great animation, he asked if I knew any of my father's relations, 
besides Egbert Moncton and his son ? 

" I was not aware that I had any other relatives." 

" They are by no means a prolific race, Geoffrey. And has 
your insatiable curiosity never led you to make the inquiry ?" 

'^ I dared not ask my uncle. My aunt told me that, but for 
them, I should be alone in the world. 

" It was a subject never discussed before me," I continued, 
after a long pause, in which George seemed busy with his own 
thoughts. " I understood that my uncle had only one brother." 

** True," said George, ** but he has a cousin ; a man of great 
wealth and consequence. Did you never hear Theophilus men- 
tion Sur Alexander Moncton ?" 

*' Never." 
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^Nor to whom his loag jmis in Yorksfcire were made V 

'*' How should I ? No confidence ezisled between as. I wss 
indifferent to all his movements ; not imagining that they could, 
in anj degree, interest me.'' 

'' I begin to see mj waj throi^h this tangled maze," retnmed 
George, musinglj. " I now understand the secluded manner in 
which yon have been bronght np ; and their reasons for keeping 
yon a prisoner within these walls. They have an important 
game to play, in which they do not want yon to act a conspioa- 
ons part. I can whisper a secret into year ears well worth the 
knowing — ^ay, and the keeping, too. Geoflfrey Moncton, you 
are this Sir Alexander's heir !^ 

A sudden thrill shot through my whole frame. It was not 
pleasure, for at that moment I felt sad enough — ^nor hope, for I 
had long accustomed myself to look only on the dark side of the 
picture. It was, I fear, revenge ; a burning desire to pay back 
the insults and injuries I had received from Theophilus Moncton, 
and to frustrate the manoeuvres of his designing father. 

" Has Sir Alexander no children ?" 

*' He has a daughter — an only daughter, a fab, fragile girl of 
mxteen. The noblest, the most disinterested of her sex ; a crea- 
ture as talented as she is beautiful. Margaretta Moncton is 
destined to be the wife of her cousin Theophilus." 

" Does he love her ?" 

''How can you ask that question, knowing the man, and after 
having read the note addressed to your uncle ?" 

" That note was signed A M " 

" It was written by an unhappy, ii^atuated creature, whom 
The<^hilus did love, if such a passion as his callous bosom can 
feel, deserves the name. But he shall not escape my vengeance. 
The arrow is in the bow, and a punishment as terrible as his 
crime, shall overtake him yet." 

" Oh, that you would enter more fully into these dark details. 
Tou are ingenious at tormenting. I am bewildered and lost 
amid these half disclosures. 
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'* Hash, Geoffrey I these walls haye ears. I, too, am tor- 
tared, maddened by yoor qaestions. You are too imprudent — 
too impulsive, to trust with matters of such vital importance ; I 
have revealed too much already. Try and forget the events of 
this morning — ^nor let your uncle discover by look, word or ges- 
ture, that you are in the possession of his secret. He is deeply 
offended with his son — ^not on account of his base conduct to this 
poor orphan girl — ^but, because it is likely to hinder his marriage 
with Miss Moncton, which has been for years the idol wish of 
his heart. His morose spirit, once aroused, is deadly and 
implacable ; and in order to make Theophilus feel the full 
weight of his anger, he may call you to fill his vacant place." 

The sound of Mr. Moncton's step m the passage, put a sudd^i 
stop to our conversation, but enough had been said to rouse my 
curiosity to the highest pitch ; and I tried in vain to lift the 
dark veil of futurity — ^to penetrate the mysteries that its folds 
concealed. 



CHAPTER X, 

DRBAMS. 

I WENT to bed early, and tried in vain to sleep. The- events 
of the past day swam continually through my brain, and brought 
on a nervous headache. All the blood in my body seemed 
concentered in my head, leaving my feet and hands paralyzed 
with cold. After tossing about for many hours, I dropped off 
into a sort of mesmeric sleep, full of confused images, among 
which the lingular face of Dinah North haunted me like the 
genius of the night-mare. 

Dreams are one of the greatest mysteries in the unsolved 
problem of life. I have been a dreamer from my cradle, and if 
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any person could explain the phenomena, the practical ezperieoce 
of a long life onght to have invested me with that power. 

Most persons, in spite of themselves (or what they consider tQ 
be their better judgment), attach a superstitions importance to 
these visions of the night ; nor is the vague belief in the 
spiritual agency employed in dreams, diminished by the remark- 
able dreams and their fulfillment, which are recorded in Holy 
writ, the verity of which we are taught to believe as an article 
of faith. 

My eyes are scarcely closed in sleep, before I become an actor 
in scenes of the most ludicrous or terrific nature. All my 
mental and physical faculties become intensified, and enjoy the 
highest state of perfection ; as if the soul centered in itself the 
qualities of its mysterious triune existence. 

Beautiful visions float before the sight, such as the waking 
eye never beheld ; and the ear is ravished- with music which no 
earthly skill could produce. The dreaming sense magnifies all 
sounds and sights which exist in nature. 

The thunder deepens its sonorous tone — ocean sends up a 
louder voice, and the whirlwind shakes the bending forest with 
tenfold fury. 

I have beheld in sleep the mountains reel ; the yawning earth 
disclose her hidden depths, and the fiery abyss swarm with 
hideous forms, which no waking eye could contemplate and the 
mind retain its rationality. I have beheld the shrinking sea 
yield up the dead of ages, and have found myself a guilty and 
condemned wretch, trembling at the bar of Eternal Justice. 

" Oh 1 what have I not beheld in sleep ?" 

I have been shut up, a living sentient creature, in the cold, 
dark, noisome grave ; have felt the loathsome worm slide along 
my warm, quivering limbs ; the toad find a resting-place upon 
my breast ; the adder wreath her slimy folds round my swelling 
throat ; have struggled against the earthly weight that pressed 
out my soul and palsied my bursting heart, with superhuman 
strength ; but every effort to free myself from my prison of clay 
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was made in Tain* My lips were motionless — ^my tongne clave 
to the roof of my month and refused to send forth a sonnd. 
Hope was extinct — ^I was beyond the reach of human aid ; and 
that mental agony rendered me as powerless, as a moth in the 
grasp of a giant. 

I have stood npon the edge of the volcano, and listened to 
the throbbings of Nature's fiery heart ; and heard the boiling 
blood of earth, chafing and roaring &r below ; while my eyes 
vainly endeavored to explore its glowing depths. Anon, by 
some fatal necessity, I was compelled to cross this terrible abyss 
— ^my bridge, a narrow plank insecurely placed upon the rounded 
stems of two yielding, sapling trees. Suddenly, frightful cries 
resounded on every side, and I was pursued by fiend-like forms 
in the shape of animal life. I put my foot upon the fearful 
bridge, I tried its strength, and felt a horrid consdousness that 
I never could pass over it in safety ; my supernatural enemies 
drew nearer — I saw their blazing eyes — ^heard their low muttered 
growls ; the next moment I leaped upon the plank — ^with a loud 
crash it severed — and with the velocity of thought, I was plunged 
headlong into the boiling gulf — down — down — down — for evet 
whirling down — the hot flood rushed over me. I felt the spas- 
modic grasp of death upon my throat, and awoke struggling 
with eternity upon the threshold of time. 

Most persons of a reflective character, hav6 kept a diary of 
the ordinary occurrences of life. I reversed this time, honored 
mental exercise; and for some months, noted down what I 
could remember of the transactions of the mind, during its 
Bleeping hours. 

So wild and strange were these records — so eccentric the 
vagaries of the soul during its nocturnal wanderings, that I was 
induced t6 abandon the task, lest som6 friend hereafter, might 
examine the mystic scroll, and conclude that it was written by 
a maniac. 

It happened, that on the present night, I was haunted by a 
dream of more than ordmary wildness. 
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I dreamt, that I stood in the iseotre of a boundless plain dl 
sand, that ondolated beneath my feet like the waves of the 
■ea. Presently I heard the rnshing of a mighty wind, and as 
the whiri-blast swept oyer the desert, clonds of sand were dri'* 
yen before it, and I was lifted off my feet and carried along the 
tide of dust as lightly as a leaf is whirled onward through the 
air. All objects fled as I advanced, and each moment increas- 
ed the velocity of my flight. 

A vast forest extended its gloomy arms athwart the horizon ; 
bat did not arrest my aerial jonmey. The thick boughs groaned 
and cradled beneath me, as I was dragged through their mat>* 
ted foliage ; my limbs lacerated and torn, and my hair tangled 
amid the thorny branches. Yainly I endeavored to cling to 
the twigs that impeded my passage, but they eluded my fren- 
ned grasp, or snapped in my hands, while my cries for help 
were drowned in the thundering sweep of the mighty gale. 

Onward — onward. I was still flying onward without the aid 
of wings. There seemed no end to that intermmable flight. 

At length, when I least expected a change, I was suddenly 
cast to the bottom of a deep pit. The luxury of repose to my 
wounded and exhausted frame, was as grateful and refreshing 
as the dews of heaven to the long parched earth. I lay in a 
sort of pleasing helplessness, too glad to escape from past perils 
to imagine a recurrence of the same evil. 

While dreamily watching the swallows, tending their young 
in the holes of the sandy bank that formed the walls of my pri- 
BOD, I observed the sand at the bottom of the pit caught up in 
little eddies and whirling round and round. A sickening feeling 
of dread stole over me, and I crouched down in an agony of 
fear, and clung with all my strength to the tufts of thorny 
shrubs that clothed the sides of the pit. 

Again the wind-fiend caught me up on his broad pinions, and 
I was once more traversing with lightning speed the azure 
deserts of air. A burning heat was in my throat — ^my eyes 



Digitized 



byGoogk 



72 THE MONGTONS. 

0ecmed bursting from their sockets— confosed sounds were mnr- 
muring in my ears, and the very blackness of darkness swal- 
lowed me up. No longer carried upward, I was now rapidly 
descending from some tremendous height. I stretched fojgh 
my hands to grasp some tangible substance in order to break 
the horrors of that fall, but all above, around and beneath me 
was empty air ; — the effort burst the chains of that ghastly 
slumber, and I awoke with a short stifled cry of terror, exclaim- 
ing with devotional fervor, "Thank God! it is only a -dream 1" 

The damp dews stood in large drops upon my brow, my 
hands were tightly clenched, and every hair upon my head 
seemed stiffened and erect with fear. 

" Thank God 1" I once more exclaimed in an agony of grati- 
tude, " it is only a dream V 

Then arose the question: ''What was the import of this 
dream, the effects of which 1 still felt through all my trembling 
frame — ^in the violent throbbing of my heart and the ghastly 
cessation of every emotion save that of horror?" 

Then I began to ponder, as I had done a thousand times 
before, over the mysterious nature of dreams, the manner in 
which they had been employed by the Almighty to communi- 
cate important truths to mankind, until I came to the conclu- 
sion that dreams were revelations from the spirit land, to warn 
us of dangers that threatened, or to punish us for crimes com- 
mited in the flesh. 

" What are the visions that haunt the murderer's bed," I 
thought, " but phantoms of the past recalled by memory and 
conscience, and invested with an actual presence in sleep V 

Dr. Young, that melancholy dreamer of sublime dreams, has 
said — 

"If dreams Infest the grave, 
, I wake emerging from a sea of dreams," 

What a terrible idea of future piinishment*is contained ia 
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these words to one, whose sleep like mme is haunted by unutter- 
able terrors. Think of an eternity of dreammg horrors. A 
hell condensed within the narrow resting-place of the grave. 

My reveries were abruptly dispelled by the sound of steps 
Mong the passage that led to my chamber. My heart began to 
beat audibly. It was the dead hour of the night — who could be 
waking at such an unusual time ? I sat up in the bed and listened. 

I heard voices : two persons were talking in a loud tone in 
the passage, that was certain. For a long time, I could not 
distinguish one word from another, until my own name was 
suddenly pronounced in a louder key ; and in a voice which 
seemed perfectly famihar to my ears. 

The garret in which I slept, was a long, low, dingy apartment 
which formed a sort of repository, for all the worn-out law 
books, and waste papers belonging to the office, and, as I have 
before stated, the only furniture it possessed, was a mean 
truckle bed on which I slept, and a large iron chest, which Mr. 
Moncton had informed me, contained title deeds and other valu- 
able papers, of which he himself kept the key. 

They were kept in my apartment for better security ; as the 
stair which led to the flat roof of the house, opened into that 
chamber, and m case of fire, the chest and its contents could be 
easily removed. 

For a wonder, I had never felt the least curiosity about the 
chest and its contents. 

It stood in the old place, the day I first entered that dismal 
apartment when a child, and during the many long years that 
had slowly intervened, I never recollected having seen it unclosed. 
My attention for the first time was drawn to its existence by 
hearing my uncle say to some one in the passage in a hurried 
under-tone. 

" Set your mind at rest, the paper is in the iron chest in that 
room. If you will not rely upon my promise to destroy it I will 
bum it before your eyes." 

4 
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'^ That tlone will satisfy my doabts/' retam«d his QompaaiOD, 
Be cautioas how joa open the door, or the lad will awake." 

"Nonsense, young folks like him sleep well." 

** Ay, Kobert Moncton, they are not troubled with an eyil 
conscience." 

This last obserration was accompanied with a low sarcastic 
laugh — and with an inyoluntary shiver, I recognized in the 
speaker, the mysterious old woman who had haunted my dreams. 

'* Conscience nerer troubles me, Dinah," returned Moncton, 
gloomily. " You first taught me to drown its warning voice, 
till my heart became callous and dead alike to God and man. 
Yes, you will laugh at me when I declare, that I would give all 
that I possess in the world, to feel again the remorse I felt after 
I joined you in the commission of that unholy deed. You were 
the tempter. To you I owe this moral death. This awful 
stagnation of heart, which I find worse to bear than the fiercest 
pain." 

"You were an apt pupil," said the woman. "All your 
natural tendencies were evil. I only fostered and called them 
out. But what is the use of recalling unpleasant truths. Why 
don't you silence memory, when you have ceased to feel remorse. 
But I tell you what it is, Moncton. The presence of the one 
proves the existence of the other. The serpent is sleeping in 
his coil, and one of these days you will feel the strength of his 
fangs. Is this the door that leads to his chamber ? You have 
chosen a sorry dormitory for the heir of the proud house of 
" Moncton." 

" Hush I I wish he slept with his fathers. But even if he 
should awake, how could he guess, that our visit to his chamber 
could in any way concern him ?" 

" He has a shrewd face, an intelligent eye — an eye to detect 
treachery, and defy danger." 

" On the contrary, a babe might deceive him." 

" He has been educated in too hard a school to revel in such 
ignorance, Moncton." 
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**HoId your tongue, Dinah, and give me the light. Remem- 
ber how you were deceiyed in his cousin Philip.'* 

Mr. Moncton's hand was on the lock of the door — an almost 
irresistible impulse urged me to spring from the bed and draw 
the bolt. On second thoughts, however, I determined to feign 
sleep, and watch all that passed." 

Kesistance on my part would have been utterly useless, and 
I was anxious to find out, if possible, what connexion existed 
between my uncle, George Harrison, and this strange woman. 

All this darted through my mind on the instant ; the rays of 
the candle flashed upon the opposite wall ; and my uncle, fol- 
lowed by his odious-looking companion, entered the room. 

My intention of watching all their movements was com- 
pletely frustrated by Mr. Moncton, who, advancing with cau- 
tions steps to my bed-side, held up the light in such a man- 
ner as not only to reveal my face, but the attitude in which 
I lay. 

" Is he sleeping ?" he whispered to his companion. 

"He breathes like one in a profound slumber," was the 
reply. "Tis a fine lad. How much he resembles Sir. Alex- 
ander ?" 

"His father, rather," sneered Moncton. "He's a second 
edition of Ned ; but has got more brains. Thanks to his grand- 
father, Geoffrey, and his own mother, who was a beautiful, 
talented creature. Stand by the bed, Dinah, and keep watch 
over him while I light that lamp which he has left on the win- 
dow-sill, and search for the papers." 

The old woman took the light from Mr. Moncton's hand, and 
his station beside my bed. My too lively imagination pictured 
the witch-like face, with its dark, snaky eyes, bending over* me, 
and I found it impossible to maintain, with any appearance of 
reality, the composure I had assumed. In order to conceal the 
excited state of my mind, and to convince her of the certainty 
of my pretended slumber, I threw out my arms, and began to 
toss and turn, and mutter in my sleep, putting on all the con- 
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t<HrtioDS which generally convalse the coantenance of persons 
while writhing under the inflnence of some terrible dream. A 
state of perfect qaiescence might have aroused suspicion ; the 
noise I made completely lulled theirs to sleep. 

Meanwhile my uncle had unlocked the chest, and I heard him 
toss the papers it contained, upon the floor; while, from time to 
time, he gave utterance to expressions indicative of vexation and 
disappointment. 

After examining the contents of the box thoroughly, and 
returning the parchments to their original place, he said in a 
mortified tone : 

" The papers are not here. How they have been abstracted 
1 cannot imagine, as I always keep the key in a private drawer 
of my cabinet, which is known only to myself." 

"Did you place them there yourself?" demanded the old 
woman, in a hurried whisper. 

" No, but Walters, in whom I placed the most implicit confi- 
dence, assured me that he placed them here with his own hands. 
He may, however, have destroyed them, and anticipated my 
wishes." 

**And you, with all your caution," sneered Dinah North, 
" could trust an affair of such importance to another." 

" He was my creature, sworn to secresy, and bought with my 
money, whose interest was to serve, not to betray me." 

" A person who is capable of receiving a bribe to perform a 
base action, Moncton, is never to be trusted, especially a low- 
born fellow like Walters ; and where," she continued, anxiously, 
" is this man to be found ?" 

" He left twelve years ago for America, and took out with 
him, Michael Alzure, my brother's old servant, and Mary Earl, 
the boy's nurse, who were the only witnesses to the marriage. 
I wanted him to take the boy himself, and adopt him into his 
own family, which would have saved us all further trouble, but 
this, to my surprise, he positively refused to do." 

"To what part of America did he emigrate P' 
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"First to Boston, where he remained for three years. Ho 
then remoyed to Philadelphia from the latter place. I twice 
received letters from him. He had been snccessfal in business, 
BnA talked of buying land in the western States ; for the last 
six years I have never heard of him or from him. It is more 
than probable that he is long since dead.'' 

" People whom you wish out of the way, never die when you 
want them," said Dinah, with her peculiar sneering laugh. 

'* But I think you told me that the " I could not catch the 

word which she breathed into the ear of Mr. Moncton — "had 
been destroyed.** 

" Yes — yes. I burnt it with my own hand ; this was the 
only document of any consequence, and it is a hundred chances 
to one, that he ever recovers it, or meets with the people who 
could prove his identity.'' 

My uncle rose from his knees and locked the iron chest, then, 
extinguishing my lamp, he and the old woman left the room. 

The sound of their retreating footsteps had scarcely died 
away, when, in spite of my wish to keep awake, I dropped off 
into a profound sleep, and did not again unclose my eyes until it 
was time to dress for breakfast. 



CHAPTER XI. 

MY FIRST LOVE. 

I F0I7ND my uncle sipping his coffee, as if nothing of import- 
ance had occurred during the night, to disturb his slumbers. I 
took my seat at the table in silence. My heart was full to 
bursting, and I dared not trust my voice, to offer him the 
common salutations of the morning. 
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My face, I have no doubt, betrayed the agitation which i 
wuleaTored to conceal. 

"You are late this morning, Geoffrey." 

" Yes sir — I passed a very restless night, and the result k a 
bad headache/' 

'' How did that happen 7" surveying me attentively, with his 
dear, glittering eyes. 

" I was harassed by frightful dreams, and only awoke firom 
one fit of night-mare to fall into a worse." 

** Are you often troubled with bad dreams ?" said he, without 
removing his powerful gaze from my pale face. 

" Not often with such as disturbed me last night." 

I detected my uncle's drift in using this species of ej*oss*ques- 
Honing, and I determined to increase his uneasiness without 
betraying my own. 

'^ I wish, uncle, I had never seen that old woman who visited 
the office yesterday ; she haunted me all night like my evil 
genius. Sir Matthew Hale might have condemned her for a 
witch, with a safe conscience." 

** She is not a very flattering specimen of the fair sex," said 
my uncle, affecting a laugh, ''but ugly as she now is, I remem- 
ber her both young and handsome. What was the purport of 
your dream ?" 

** That I should like to know. The Josephs and Daniels of 
these degenerate modem days, are makers of money, not inter- 
preters of dreams. But, I hope you don't imagine that I place 
the least importance on such things. My dream was simply 
this — 

" I dieamed that that ugly old woman, whom you call Dinah 
North, came to my bedside with an intent to murder me." I 
paused and fixed my eyes upon Mr. Moncton's face. The glitter 
ol his bright orbs almost dazzled me. I thought, however, that 
Us cheek paled for a moment, and that I could perceive a slight 
twitching movement about the muscles of the mouth. 
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** Weli^'^ he said, qaite oalnrij, *' and what then V* 

^* For a long time I resisted her efforts to stab me with a lof^ 
knife, and I received several deep wounds in mj hands, in endea- 
▼onng to ward off her home-tiirosts ; tiU, foint with loss of blood, 
I gave up the contest, and caUed alond for dd. I heard stepi 
in the passage — some one opened the door — ^it was yon, sir, and 
I begged you to save my life, and unloosen the fiend's grasp 
fipom my tluroat, but instead of the assistance I expected, you 
seized the knife from the old woman's hand, and with a derisive 
kuigh, plunged it to the hilt in my heart. I awoke with a 
scream of agony, and with the perspiration streaming from every 
part of my body." 

The c^eam was no mvention of the moment, but had actually 
occurred, after Dinah North and Mr. Moncton had left my cham* 
bet. I wished to see what impression it would make upon him. 

He leaned back in his chair with his eyes still fixed on my 
j&ice. " It was strange, very strange — enough to excite a nerv- 
ous, irritable fellow like you. Did you hear me come into your 
room last night 7" 

Taken by ^surprise, I gave an involuntary start, but regained 
my presence of mind in a moment. " Did you suspect, sir, that 
I was in the habit of leaving the house at night, that you 
thought it necessary to ascertain that I was in my bed f " 

" Petulant boy ! How ready you are to take offence at 
trifles. How do you expect to steer your way through the 
world 1 Business brought me into your room last night. Some 
papers belonging to the woman, whom your fertile imagination 
has converted into a witch or fiend, were in the iron chest. 
Anxious to satisfy her that the papers were safe, I went to look 
for them. You were making a sad noise in your sleep. 1 was 
half inclined to waken you, but thought that my presence in 
your chamber at that hour of night would only increase your 
uneasiness. The sound of my steps in the passage, I have no 
doubt, was the immediate cause of your dream." 
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This was a masterly stroke, and those who knew Bob^rt 
MonctoQ, in a moment woold recognize the man. The adroit- 
ness with which he mingled truth witii falsehood, almost made 
me doubt the evidence of my senses, and to fancy that the ev^ntl^ 
of the past night were a mental delusion. 

" Did you find the papers you wanted, sir V 

His eye flashed, and his lip curled. ** What business is that 
of yours, sir ? I don't allow an impertinent boy to pry into my 
private affairs." ^ 

" My question was one of idle curiosity." 

" Even as such, never dare to repeat it." 

I was struck dumb, and concluded my breakfEkst withoat 
speaking to hun again. When the tea equipage was reiooved,. 
I rose to leave the room, but he motioned me to remialn. 

His anger had passed away, and his really handsome face 
wore a more agreeable expression than usual 

" Sit down, Geoffrey. I have long wished to converse with 
you upon your future prospects. What progress have you made 
in your profession V 

Astonished at his condescension, I told him candidly how I 
had of late improved my time, and studied late and early to 
acquire a competent knowledge of it in all its branches. 

He was surprised, and appeared agreeably so. 

''I had no idea of this, Geoffrey. Your industry has won 
for you a higher position than an office drudge. You cannot, 
however, make an able lawyer, without some knowledge of the 
world. To make a man of you it is absolutely necessary for. 
you to go more into society." 

*' You forget, sir, that I have no means to indulge such a 
wish. I cannot consent to go into company under existing 
circumstances." 

" Oh, we can manage all that," he said, tapping me on my 
shoulder. " Be obedient to my orders, and attend to my inte- 
rest, and you shall not long want the means of gratifying your 
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wiahes. Mr. Harrison has. left the' office. It is my intention 
ibMt yon sapply his place.'' 

^ Hurrison gone I" I cried in a tone of vexation and regret ; 
" then I have lost my best friend." 

" Harrison was a clever, gentlemanly young man," siud Mr. 
Moncton, coldly; " but, to tell you the plain truth, Geoffrey, I 
did not like the close intimacy which existed between you." 

" Why, it is to him that I am indebted for all the know- 
ledge I have acquired. His society was the only pleasure I 
had, and it seems hard to be deprived of it, without any fault 
on his side." 

" Geoffrey, it is of no consequence to me what your opinion 
may be on the subject ; I am master of my own actions, and 
please myself as to whom I retain or employ. Clear up that 
scowlmg brow, and be very thankful to obtain a handsome 
salary for services which I can command without remuneration." 
. The loss of my friend, my only friend, was a dreadful blow. 
I was too much overcome to thank my uncle for his offer, and 
left the room with the tears in my eyes. 

I had been so little accustomed to think for myself, that I 
relied upon George as my counsellor in all matters of impor- 
tance. Besides, I had an idea that he could throw some light 
upon the mysterious events of the night, and I was anxious 
to unburden to him the important secret. 

Havmg to obtain the signature of a gentleman who resided 
in Fleet street, to some legal documents, and knowing that 
Harrison lodged in the same street, I snatched up my hat and 
sallied forth, determined to consult him with regard to the 
change in my prospects, as I felt certain, that some sinister 
motive was concealed beneath my uncle's unlooked-for conde- 
Bcension. 

I was again doomed to disappointment. On reaching Harris 
son's lodgings, I learned that he had left town that morning, 
for a visit of some weeks into the country, but to what part 

4* 
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luf laudladj didn*t know. * At parting, he toM her Ae atgiA 
rent his rooms until he gave her notice of his retiim. 

** Qone I without seeing or writing one line to inform m» of 
his departure. It is cruel. Not like bis general conduct,'^ I 
muttered, as I turned from the door : '* If he can deceive, I will 
never trust in mortal man again.'' 

With a heavy heart I sauntered on unconscious of the path 
I had taken, until I found myself entangled amoi^ the crowds 
that thronged Oxford street 

A scream I echoed by several voices from the crowd, '' that 
the lady would be crushed to death," startled me from my 
unprofitable musings, and following the direction of the general 
gaze, I saw that a young female, in attempting to cross the 
street, had just fallen between the horses of two carriages 
advancing in opposite directions. 

It was but the impulse of the moment to dash across the 
intervening space, to seize the horses of either carriage by their 
bridles, and push them forcibly back, and, by so doing, hinder 
the young lady from being trampled to death beneath their 
hoofs. 

She, fortunately, was unconscious of her danger, and could 
not by useless screams and struggles, frighten the horses, and 
frustrate my endeavors to save her. 

The coachmen belonging to the vehicles, succeeded in stop- 
ping the horses, and I bore my insensible burden through the 
crowd to an apothecary's shop, which happened to be near, at 
hand. 

The gentleman in attendance hastened to my assistance. We 
placed the young lady in a chair, and he told me to remove her 
bonnet, while he applied restoratives to her wrists and temples. 

Fair she was, and exceedingly beautiful. Her rich, black, 
velvet pelisse, setting off to great advantage the dazzling 
whiteness of her skin, and the rich coloring of her sunny 
brown hair. 
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Ify heart throbbed audibly beneath tilie lovely head that 
rested so pladdly above it ; and the arm that supported her 
graeefol form, l^embled like the leaf on the aspen. The glorions 
ideal of my youthful fancy had assumed a tangible form, had 
beeaone a bright reality ; and as I looked down upcm that calm, 
gentle face, love took possession <^ my heart. 

The sorrows of the past — ^the difilculties of my present posi- 
tion^^my recent yexations, all — all were forgotten. A new 
spirit had passed into me, I was only alive to the delicious rap- 
tore that thrilled through me. 

First passion is instantaneous — electrical. It cannot be 
described, and can only be communicated through the same 
mysterious medium. 

People may rave as they like about the absur^ty of love at 
first sight ; but 'the young and sensitive always love at first 
sight, and the love of after years, however better, and more 
wisely bestowed, is never able to obliterate from the heart, the 
memory of those sudden and vivid impressions made upon it by 
tiie first electrical shocks of animal magnetism. 

How eagerly I watched the unclosing of those blue eyes ; 
yet, how timidly I shrunk from their first mild rays. 

Blushing, she rose from my arms, and shaking the long, sunny 
ringlets from her face, she thanked me i»'ith gentle dignity for 
the service I had rendered. 

" But for your prompt assistance, I must have lost my life, 
or at the very least, been seriously injured. My poor thanks 
will never convey to you the deep gratitude I feel.'' 

She gave me her hand with a charming frankness, and I 
touched the white slender fingers with as much reverence as if 
she had been a saint. 

At this moment we were joined by a handsome elderly lady, 
who ran into the shop, exclaiming in hurried tones : 

" Where is she ? — ^where is my child ? Is she safe ?" 

"Yes, dear aunt, thanks to this young gentleman's timely aid, 
who risked his own life to save mine." 
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How ahall we thank joa — ^how shall we thank yon, sirP 
cried the elderly lady, seizing my hand, and all bat embracii^ 
me in an eztasy of gratitude. " Yon hare rendered me a great 
serrice — a great serrice indeed. Without that dear girl life 
wonld be a blank to me. My Kate, my Kate!'' she cried, dasp^ 
ing the yonng lady in her arms, and bursting into tears, ''you 
don't know how dreadfully I felt when I saw you under the 
hoofs of those horses. My child! my child I — I can hardly yet 
believe that you are safe.'' 

The charming Kate, tenderly kissed her weeping relative, 
and assured her that she could realize it all. That she must not 
fret, for she was quite herself again. Not erea hurt ; only 
frightened a little. 

And then she turned her lovely face to me, on which a tear 
rested, like a dew-drop upon the heart of a rose, with such a 
sweet, arch smile, as she said, " My aunt is very nervous, and is 
so fond of me that her fears for my safety have quite upset her. 
The sooner we get her home the better. Will you be so kind, 
sir, as to tell me if a carriage is at the door. Ours is blue, with 
white horses." 

The carriage was there. How I wished it at Jericho. The 
old lady again repeated her thanks in the warmest manner, and 
I assisted her and her charming niece into the equipage. * The 
young lady waved her hand and smiled, the powdered flunkey 
closed the door, and they drove off, leaving me spell-bound, 
rooted to the door-sill of the shop. 

" Who are those ladies ?" asked the apothecary, looking com- 
placently down upon the sovereign the elder lady had slipped 
into his hand. 

" I was just going to ask that question of you," said I. 

" How, not know them — and let them go away without in- 
quiring their names 1 Arn't you a simple young fellow ? If it 
had been me, now, I should have done my best to improve 
such a golden opportunity. Gratitude you know, begets love, 
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and I'll be sworn thftt the pretty yoimg woman has a good 
lortine, by the anxiety the old one felt in her behidf." 

I felt md^nant at the apothecary for lUlnding to snch a 
Tnlgar necessary of life as money. I was in the maddest heroics 
•floTe. 

" What do I care abont her property," swd I disdainfully. 
" Snch a beantifnl, elegant creature, is a fortune in herself." 

" Yes — to those who have enough of their own. But my 
dear young sir — beauty won't boil the pot." 

" And who would wish to degrade it to such a menial occu- 
pation." 

" Ha, ha, ha, young man. You give a literal meaning to 
the old proverb. You must be in love." 

To joke me at the expense of the beautiful unknown was 
sacrilege, and casting upon my tormentor, a look of unmitigated 
contempt, I left the shop with a lofty step and an air of offended 
dignity. 

As I passed into the street, I fancied that the term " ridicu- 
lous puppy 1" was hissed after me. 

I strode back into the shop. The apothecary was waiting 
upon a new customer. 

" Was that insult intended for me," I demanded, in a haugh- 
ty tone. 

" What did I say, sir ?" 

*' You called me a ridiculous pnppy." 

" You are mistaken, young man. I am not in the habit of 
speaking my thoughts aloud." 

I deserved this cut for my folly, and felt keenly that I had 
placed myself- in an absurd position. XJnable to check the 
passion that was boiling in my veins, I levelled a blow at my 
antagonist, but unfortunately, or rather fortunately I ought to 
say, missed my aim. The gentleman who was leaning on the 
connter, and who seemed highly amused by the scene, took me 
by the arm and led me into the street. " Do not you perceive 
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Ihal 70a are makkig a fool of yourself, wad gbiog tile apothe- 
cary an advantage oyer yon. G-o home, and act more prudently 
for the time to come. I am the father of several lads aboat 
your age, and yon most take my advice in good part." 

Thongh I felt hnrt and mortified, I conld bnt thank my nem 
acquaintance for saving me from eommittang gpreater absor- 
dities. 

'' My nnde is right," I sud, to myself, as I retraced my steps 
to Hatton Garden. '' I am a babe, in my knowledge of the 
world. I must go more into society, or I shall for ever be get* 
ting into snch ridicnlons scrapes." 

At dinner my nncle met me with a serions £Ace. 

" What kept you from the office, Geoffrey, this mommg." 

I, willing to act openly with him, narrated to him the adves* 
tore I had met with. 

" I think I know the lady," he said. " She is not very tall— is 
fair compleidoned, with blue eyes and light brown hair. Ra^htr 
pretty than otherwise." 

" Rather pretty. She is heauHftdf sir." 

" Phew 1" said Mr. Moncton. " We see with other eyes. 
Young men are always blind. The girl is well enough — and 
better still, she is very rich. Did she tell you her name ?" 

'* I did not ask her." 

" Where was your curiosity." 

" I wished very much to put the question, for I was anxious 
to know ; but really, uncle, I had not the face to do it. But 
you can tell me." 

'* If she did not tell you herself, I am not going to betray 
her secret. What use would the knowledge be to you ?" 

** It would be pleasant to know her name." 

My uncle looked hard at me ; and something like a sa^rcastic 
smile passed over his lips. 

'' Boy, it would render you miserable." 

" In what way." 
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^Bj kadiog joa to n^leet bnstness^ snd by iUing your kaod 
with hi&peB which ccmld Dercr be realised/'^ 

" Andy why not 7" I demanded, rather fiercely. 

" Young ladies in onr days, sddom contmit matrknony with 
peimiless dlerks.'' 

This was said with a strong sneer. 

** It may be so — and they are right not to involye tiiemselres 
in misery. I am penniless at present. But that is no reason 
that I am always to remain so. I am young, healthy, indnstri- 
oos, with a mind willing and able to work — ^why sbonld I not 
make a fortune as others have done. As my grand&ther, for 
instance, did before me V 

" This is all true," he said, calmly, " and I admire your spirit, 
Geoffirey ; but n^hew" (this was the first time I erer remem- 
ber his calling me so), *' there are other difficulties in the way of 
your making a high and wealthy alliance, of which you haye no 
idea.'' 

I know not why — but a sudden tremor seized me as he sdd 
this. But mastermg my agitation, I b^ged him to explain his 
meaning. 

*' I have long wished to do so," he said, '^ but yon were so 
yiolent and unreasonable, that I thought it prudent to defer 
unpleasant communications until you were older and better able 
to take things calmly. '' You have thought me a hard task- 
master, Geoffrey — a cruel unfeeling tyrant, and from your 
earliest childhood have defied my authority and resisted my 
will. Yet — ^you know not half the debt of kindness you owe 
to me.'' 

I was about to speak. He held up his hand for me to main- 
tain silence ; which I did with a very bad grace ; and he 
continued in the same cold methodical way — 

" Children are naturally averse to control, and are unable to 
discern between sternness of manner, and a cold unfeeling hard- 
ness of heart ; and construe into insults and injuries the 
necessary restraint imposed upon their actions for their good. 
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Yoara, I admit, was a painful sitaation, which joa rendered still 
more unpleasant by yoor obstinate and resentful disposition.'' ' 

" But, uncle 1" I exclaimed, unable longer to hold my tongue, 
" you know I was treated very ill." 

•**Who treated you so? I am very certain, that Rebecca 
mdulged you, as she never did one of her own children." 

" My dear aunt 1 God bless her — she was the only creature 
in the house that treated me with the least kindness. The very 
servants were instructed to slight and insult me by your 
amiable son, and his servile tutor." 

"He was a fool," said Mr. Moncton, re-filling his glass. 
" As to Theophilus, it was natural for him to dislike the lad 
^o had robbed him of his mother^s affections, and who left 
him behind in his lessons. You were strong enough, and bold 
enough to take your own part — and if I mistake not, did take it.' 
And pray, sir, who was it, that freed you from the tyranny of 
Mr. Jones, when* he found that the complaints you brought 
against him were just ?" 

'' But not until after I had been first condemned, and brutally 
maltreated. The less said on that score, uncle, the better." 

He laughed — his low, sarcastic, sneering laugh — but did not 
choose to be angry. 

** There are circumstances connected with your birth, Geof- 
frey, that evidently were the cause of these slights. People 
will not pay the same respect to a natural child, which they do 
to a legitimate one." 

"Good God 1" I exclaimed, starting from my chair. "You 
don't mean to insinuate. You dare not say, that I am a 
bastard ?" 

" Such is the fact." 

" It is a lie I — a base lie inventea to ruin me I" I cried, 
defiantly, and shaking my fist in his face. " One of these days 
you shall be forced to prove it such." 

" I shall be very happy to do so — if you will only give me 
the proofs." 
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^^ Proofs P I exclftimed, bitterly, ''they are in your own 
possession — or yon have destroyed them 1" 

" What interest can I have in trying to make yon a bastard ? 
Is the boy mad V 

" You ney^ act. without a motive," I cried ; "you know that 
I am heir to a title, Mid property that you covet for yourself 
and your son 1" 

His pretended calmness was aU gone. His paJe face 
crimsoned with rage. Yet it was wonderful how instuitane- 
ously he mastered his passion. 

" Who told you this probable story ? Who put such absurd 
notions into your head V 

" One, upon whose word I can rely. My friend, Mr. Har- 
rison." 

" I would like to ask Mr. Harrison what he knows of our 
family affairs,'' sneered Mr. Moncton. " He has proved himself 
a scoundrel by inventing this pretty little romance to get up a 
quarrel between us, and rob you ot the only real friend you 
have. I will repay Mr. Harrison for this base falsehood, one 
of these days. 

I felt that I had betrayed my friend, and, perhaps, by my 
foolish rashness marred my own fortunes. Inwardly I cursed 
my imprudence, and loaded myself with reproaches. Then the 
thought suggested itself, " Could my uncle be right — was I 
indeed illegitimate ?" 

" No, no," I exclaimed, unconsciously aloud; " it is not true — 
I feel that it is false. A base falsehood got up to rob me of my 
good name. The only treasure left me by Providence when she 
deprived me of my parents. Robert Moncton," I cried, stand- 
ing erect before him, " 1 will never part with it. I will main- 
tain my equality with you and your son to the last moment of 
my life 1" 

Overcome by excitement and agitation, I sank down into my 
chair, my head dropped upon the table and I sobbed convul- 
sively. 
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**Qwft%j/' uAd mj xttkd^f la a low voice, in which aa 
annsaal teach of kindness mingled, "calm down this ftmoin 
passion. Poor lad, I pity and ezcnse your indignation; both 
are natnral, in yonr case.'' 

''The pity of the wolf for the lamb,'' mattered I. ''Sach 
sympathy is worse than hate.'' 

" Well, believe me the anthor of all yonr wrongs, if it pleases 
yon, Geoflfrey ; bnt first listen to what I hare to say." 

I was too much exhansted by the yiolence of my emotions to 
offer the least opposition, and he had it entirely hfe own way — 
e<mmiencing his remarks with a provoking coolness which cat 
me to the heart. 

** When you lost your parents, Geoffrey, you were too young 
to have formed a correct estimate of their characters." 

"I have a very indistinct recollection of my father. I 
remember my mother well." 

*'You may imagine that. Your father had a fine, manly 
face, and natare had endowed him with those useless but bril- 
liant qualities of mind, which the world calls genius, and like 
many of the same class, he acted more from impulse than from 
principle. 

" Your mother was a beautiful young woman, but with little 
descretion, who loved unwisely and too well. Her fother saw 
enough of my brother Edward's character, to awaken lus sus- 
picions that his attentions to his daughter were not of an 
honorable nature, and he forbade him the house. 

" This impolitic step brought matters to a crisis. The young 
people eloped together, and the old man died of a broken heart. 
Your mother went by the name of Moncton, and was intro- 
doced to his sporting friends as my brother's wife. Bat na 
evidence exists of a marriage having taken place ; and until 
such evidence can be produced, the world will look upon you as 
illegitimate. 

** You will soon be of age, GteoSrey, and if yoa are prepared 
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vith these indiqMosaUe doc^m^ts, I will assist, to the best 
of mj professioniJ abilities, in helpiag yoa to establish youf 
daims. It is not in my power to destroy or inyalidate them. 
Why theu these base saspicions — these unmerited reproaches 
**-ihese hurricanes (^ passion ? Why doobt my integrity at the 
Tery moment when I am most anzkms to serve yon 7" 

'^Becanse in no instance haye yoa ever proved yourself my 
friend, and I cannot help doubting yonr sineerity T' 

" A want of candor is certainly not among yonr fjEulings,'' 
said Mr. Moncton, with a slight carl of his proud Up. '' Yoa 
have studied the law long enough to know the impolicy of such 
conduct." 

"I jadge not from fair words bat deeds. Sir, the change in 
yonr behavior to me is too sadden for me to believe it 
genuine." 

" Strange," mased Mr. Moncton, *' so young and so suspici- 
ous 1" then turning to me, he said, without the least appearance 
of resentment at my violence, 

" Geoffrey, I know your faulty temper, and forgive you for 
using such insulting language. The communication I have just 
made, was enough to irritate your sensitive nature and mortify 
your pride ; but it is not reasonable that your anger should be 
directed against me. ^ 

" I considered it absolutely necessary, to apprise you of these 
imp<»rtant facts, and conveyed the knowledge of them to you, as 
gently as I could, just to show you, that you must depend upon 
your own exertions to advance your position in society." 

'' If yonr statement be true, what have I to do with society 1 
What position could I obtain in a world which already regardfi 
Be as an outcast ?" 

" Not here, perhaps. But there are other countries, where 
tile ccmventioual rules that govern society in this, are regarded 
with indifference — America, for instance. 

He iized his keen eye upon me. An electric flash passed into 
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my mind. I saw his drift. I recollected Harrison's advice that 
the only way to obtain my rights and baffle my uncle's cunning; 
was 7iofirresist<mce, I formed my plans in a moment, and deter- 
mined to foil bis schemes by appearing to countenance them, 
until I could arrive at the truth, and fathom his designs — and 
I answered him with composure. 

"Perhaps, I have done you injustice sir. The distracted 
state of my mind must be my excuse. . I will try and submit 
with patience to my hard fate." 

" It is your only wise course. Hark you, Geoffrey 1 1 am rich, 
trust in me, and the world shall never sneer at you as a poor 
relation. Those whom Robert Moncton takes by the hand may 
laugh at doubtful birth and want of fortune." 

The scoundrel 1 how I longed to knock him down, but that 
would have done me no good, so I mastered my indignation and 
withdrew. 



CHAPTER XII. 

I FORFEIT M7 INDEPENDENCE. 

m 

"Be ye therefore wise as serpents, and harmless as doves,'' 
was the advice of the Divine Law-giver, when he sent his dis- 
ciples forth on their heavenly mission to reform an evil world. 

Religion, as I have before stated, had formed no part in my 
education. I had read the sacred volume with fear and tremb- 
ling, and derived no consolation from its mystic pages. 

I had adopted the fatal idea, that I was one of those pre-con- 
demned beings, for whom the blackness of darkness was reserved 
for ever, and that no effort on my part, could avert the terrible 
decree. 

This shocking and blasphemous belief had taken such deep 
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hold of mj mind, that I looked upon ail rdi^oas ezerciaes as 
perfectly useless. I could not feaicy myself one of the elect, 
and so went from that extreme to the other. If I we^e to be 
saved, I should be saved. If a vessel of wrath, only fitted for 
destruction, it was folly to struggle against fate, and I never 
suffered my mind to dwell upon the subject. 

In the multitude of sorrows which pressed sorely on my young 
heart, I more than ever stood in need of the advice and consola- 
tion which the Christian religion can alone bestow. 

I left the presence of Robert Moncton, and sought my own 
chamber. The lonely garret did not appear so r^mlsive as 
usual. Ko one would disturb its gloomy solitude, or intrude 
upon my grief. There I had free liberty to weep — ^to vent 
aloud, if I pleased, the indignant feelings of my heart. My mind 
was overwhelmed with bitter and resentful thoughts ; every evU 
passion in man's fallen nature was struggling for mastery, and 
the worst agony I was called upon to endure, was the hopeless, 
heart-crushing, downward tending madness of desp^. 

To die— to get rid of self — the dark consciousness of unmer- 
ited contempt and social degradation, was the temptation which 
continually flitted through my excited brain. I have often since 
wondered how I resisted the strong impulse that lured me 
onward to destruction. 

My good angel prevailed. By mere accident, my Bible lay 
upon the iron chest. I eagerly seized the volume, and soi^ht 
in the first page I should open, an omen that should decide my 
late, and my eye glanced upon the words already quoted — " Be 
ye, therefore, wise as serpents, and harmless as doves." 

I closed the book and sat down, and tried to shape the words 
to suit my present state. What better advice could I follow — 
from what higher authority could I derive sounder counsel? 
Did it not suit completely my case ? 

Harrison had disappeared. I was alone and friendless in the 
house of the oppressor. Did I follow the suggestions of my own 
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he&r%, 1 Bbotid either destroy myself, ot qmt tlie protection oi 
Mr. Moncton's roof for ever. 

" But then," said reason, " if yon take the first step, you are 
gnilty of an unpardonable sin, and by destroying yourself, far- 
ther the sinister yiews of your uncle. If the second, you throw- 
away ^y^ years of hard labor, lose your indentures, and for 
erer place a bar to your future adyancement. In a few montbs 
you will be of age, and your own master. Bear these eyils 
patiently a little longer — ^wait and watch — ^you never can regain 
your lost name and inheritance by throwing yourself friendless 
upon the world." 

Determined to adopt, and strictly to adhere to this line of 
conduct, and leave the rest to Providence, I washed the traces 
of tsars from my face, and returned to the private ofl&ce. 

Here I found Mr. Moncton engaged with papers of conse- 
quence. 

He held out his hand as I took my seat at the desk. " Are 
we friends, fteofifrey ?" 

" That depends upon circumstances." 
. •' How hard it is for you to give a gracious answer. It is 
your own fault that we ever were otherwise." 

" I will try and think you my friend for the time to come." 

He seemed more amused than surprised at this concession, 
and for some time we both wrote on in silence. 

A tap at the door, and one of the clerks handed in a letter. 

Mr. Moncton examined the post-mark and eagerly opened it 
up. While reading, his countenance underwent one of those 
remarkable changes I had on several occasions witnessed of late, 
and which seemed so foreign to his nature. 

Suddenly, crushing the letter tightly in* his hand, he flung it 
from him to the floor, and spurned it with his foot, exclaiming 
as he did so, with a fiend-like curl of the lips : " So would I 
serve the writer were he here I" Then turning to me, and 
Speaking in a low, confidential tone, he said : 
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'' 1^10 writer of tbat letter is BBeonsdonsI j makii^ your for- 
tane, Geofifrej. This son of mine has aeted in a base, nngrate- 
Ui ffianner to me — in a manner which I can never forget or 
forgiFc. If you condact yonrsdf prudently, yon may become 
dearer to me than this wicked yoang man." 

''I shoald be s(HTy to rise on my cousin's min. I would 
rather gain your respect on any other terms." 

This remark made him wince. 

" Foolish boy I How blind yon are to yonr own interest. 
Ton belong to a family famous for playing the fool. It rims in 
the blood of the Monctons." 

" Ton snrely are an exception, sir/' and I tried in yam to 
snppress a sarcastic smile. 

He took no notice of this speech, bat, starting from his seat, 
paced the room for some minutes, as if in deep communnn with 
himself. 

"Geoflfrey," he said at last, "ftom this day I adopt you 
as my son. I exempt you from the common drudgeries of the 
office, and will engage masters to instruct you in the fa^on- 
able accomplishments which are deemed necessary to con^lete 
the education of a gentleman." 

I was mute with astonishment. 

" Trifling as these things may appear to the man of science 
and the candidate for literary honors, they are not without their 
use to the professional student. The world judges so much by 
externals, that nothing is to be despised that helps to flatter its 
prejudices, and ensure popularity. 

^* You are not too old to learn dancing, fencing and riding. 
I should like you to excel in athletic sports and exercises." 

"You are making game of me, uncle;" for I could not 
believe him in earnest. 

" By the living God 1 Geoffrey, I mean what I say." 

I stood before him, gazing into his facQ like one in a dream. 
There was a downright earnestness in bis face which could not 
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be mniaken. He was no longer acting a part, bat really 
meant what he said. Kor coald I doabt bat that letter had 
wrought this sadden change in my favor. Where, now, was all 
znj high-soaled resolatlons; haman natare prevailed, and I 
yielded to the temptation. There sat Robert Moncton, gazing 
complacently npon me, from beneath those stem, dark brows, 
his glittering eyes no longer freezing me with their icy shine, 
bat regarding me with a calm, approving smile. Ko longer the 
evil genias of my childhood, bat a manificent spirit intent to do 
me good. 

Ah, I was yoang — very yonng, and the world, in my narrow 
circle, had dealt hardly with me. I longed for freedom, for 
emancipation from constant toil. This mast plead an excnse 
for my criminal weakness. 

Teart of painfnl experience, in the ways and wiles of men, 
had not as yet perfected the painfnl lesson tanght me in after 
years. Yoang, ardent, and willing to believe the best I conld 
of my species, I began to think that I alone had been to 
blame; that I had wronged my ancle, and thrust npon his 
Bhonlders the burden of injuries which I had received from his 
son. 

The evil influence of that son had been removed, and he was 
now willing to be my friend ; and I determined to bury the 
past in oblivion, and to believe him really and truly so. 

I shook him warmly by the hand, and entreated his forgive- 
ness for the hard thoughts I had entertained, and thanked him 
sincerely for his offers of service. 

The light faded from his eye. He looked gloomily, almost 
sadly into my face, glowing as it must have been, with generoas 
emotions, marvelling, doubtlessly, at my credulity. 

Mr. Moncton, up to this period, had resided in the house 
which contained his office; the basement having been appro- 
priated entirely for that purpose, while the family occupied the 
floors above. My uncle seldom received visitors, excepting i^t 
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those times when Theophilus returned from college. To these 
parties, I,, as a matter of course, had never been admitted. My 
uncle's evenings were spent abroad, but I was unacquainted 
with his habits, and totally ignorant of his haunts. 

Judge then, of my surprise and satisfaction when informed by 
Mr. Moncton, that he had purchased a handsome house in Qros- 
venor street, and that we were to remove thither. The office 
was still to be retained in Hatton Garden, but my hours of at- 
tendance were not to commence before ten in the morniug ; and 
were to terminate at four in the afternoon. 

I had lived the larger portion of my life in great, smoky Lon- 
don, and had never visited the west end of the town. The 
change in my prospects was truly delightful. I was transported 
as if by magic from my low, dingy, ill-lighted, ill-ventilated 
garret, to a well-appointed room on the second story of an 
elegantly furnished house in an airy, fashionable part of the 
town ; the apartment provided for my especial benefit, containing 
all the luxuries and coipforts which modern refinement has ren- 
dered indispensable. ^ 

A small, but well-selected library crowned the whole. 

Ldid little else the first day my uncle introduced me to this 
charming room, but walk to and fro from the book-case to the 
windows. Now glancing at the pages of some long coveted 
treasure ; now watching with intense interest the throng of car- 
riages passing and repassing ; hoping to catch a glance of the 
fair face, that had made such an impression on my youthful 
fancy. 

A note from Mr. Moncton, kindly worded for him, conveyed 
to me the jdeasiDg intelligence that the handsome pressfuU of 
fine linen, and fashionably cut clothes, was meant for my use ; 
to which he had generously added, a beautiful dressing-case, gold 
watch and chain. 

I should have been perfectly happy, had it not been for a 
vague, unpleasant sensation — a certain swelling of the heart, 

5 
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which silently seemed to reproach me for accepting all these 
farors from a person whom I neither loved nor respected. 

Conscience whispered that it was far better to remain poor 
and independent, than compromise my integrity. 

Oh, that I had given more heed to that voice of the sonl ! 
That still, small voice, that never lies — that voice that no one 
can drown, without remorse and self-condemnation. 

Time brought with it the punishment I deserved, convincing 
me then, and for ever, that no one can act against his own con- 
viction of right, without incurring the penalty due to his moral 
defalcation. 

I dined alone with Mr. Moncton. 

He asked me if I was pleased with the apartments he had 
selected for my use. I was warm in my thanks, and he appear<e(il 
satisfied. 

After the cloth was drawn, he filled a bumper of wine, an4 
pushed the bottle over to me. 

" Here's to your rising to the head of the profession, Geoff- 
rey. Fill your glass, my boy." ^ 

I drank part of the wine, and set the glass down on the table. 
It was fine old Madeira. I had not been used to dnnk anything 
stronger than tea and coffee, and I found it mounting to my 
head. 

" I will not allow that, Geoffirey — ^you must honor my toast.'' 

'' I have done so, uncle, as far as I am able. I have had 
enough wine." 

" Nonsense, boy 1 Don't you like it ?" 

** I hardly know. It makes me feel giddy and queer.*' 

" Ha 1 ha I' that's good "-—chuckling, and rubbing his hands. 

" If I take more just now, I shall certainly be tipsy." 

" What then V 

" It would be disgraceful. In your presence, too." 

" What — were you never drunk f " 

" Never, in my life." 
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" How old are you ?'' 

"Twenty." 

"And never intoxicated — ^well, that's a good joke. Few 
young men of your age could say that. Would you not like to 
increase your knowledge, and be as wise as others ?" 

I shook my head. 

*' Ridiculous prudery. Come, fill your glass, and I will tell 
you a droll anecdote of that pretty girl you fell in love with the 
other day." 

The glass was instantly replenished, and I was wide awake in 
a moment. 

** That young lady had a very pretty cousin — a West Indian 
— a high-spirited, dashing girl, who had lost her parents, and 
was on a visit in England to her aunt — with whom the fair 
Catherine resides. The girls, among other things, were very 
curious to know how men felt when they were drunk. *It 
surely must be a very agreeable sensation,' said my little friend 
Kate, * or they would not so often give way to it.' " 

" ' Suppose we try ?' " said Miss Madcap. 

" * Dear me, what would aunt think of us ?' " 

•* * We won't let her know a word about it. She goes out to- 
morrow, to spend a few days in the country. I will smuggle 
into our room a couple of bottles of champagne — we'll lock the 
door, feign indisposition, and get glorious.' " 

" And did they do it ?" 

*' To be sure they did. * We drank one bottle between us,' 
said my little friend, ' and I never was so ill in my life. I was 
only astonished after we got sober, how any one could try the 
experiment a second time.' Had they tried it a second time, 
Geoffrey, all the difficulty would have been removed." 

He drank off several glasses in succession, and for fear I 
should be thought deficient in spirit ; I followed his example. 
But the Rubicon once crossed, to my surprise, I found that the 
wine had no effect upon my senses ; only serving to ebvate my 
spirits a little, and make me more sociable and communicative. 
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My uncle's stern face began to relax from its usual cold 
severity, and I found that when warmed with wine, he could be 
a most intelligent and agreeable companion. After conversing 
for some time on indifferent subjects, he said — 

" You think you remember your parents. I have their por- 
traits. Perhaps you would like to keep them in your own 
possession." 

**No present you could make me, would be so valuable," I 
cried. 

"No heroics," he said, going to a beautiful inlaid cabinet, 
" I detest sentimental people. They are the greatest humbugs 
in the world." 

Returning to the table, he placed two large miniature cases in 
my hand, I eagerly seized them. 

" Don't look at them now," he cried, " or we shall have a 
scene — wait until you are alone. I found them among my 
brother's papers, and had forgotten all about them, until I 
chanced to stumble over them in the bustle of removing." 

I hid away the precious relics in my bosom, and was about to 
quit the room. 

" Sit down, Geoffrey," he said, with a grim smile, " you are 
too sober to go to bed yet." 

I filled the glass mechanically, but it remained untasted before 
me. 

" By the by," continued my uncle, in a careless tone, which 
his eagle glance contradicted, " what has become of you friend 
Harrison ?" 

" I wish I knew. His absence is a great loss to me." 

** Who and what is this Harrison. You were his confidant, 
and, doubtless, know ?" 

" Of his private history, nothing." 

My uncle's large dark eyes, were looking into my sonl ; I felt 
that he doubted by word. " He has, I believe, been unfortunate 
and is reduced in his circumstances. His moral character, / 
know to be excellent." 



Digitized 



byGoogk 



THE MOHCTOKS. 101 

" And doubtless your are a capital judge,^^ said Mr. Moncton. 
" Young men all imagine themselves as wise as Daniel or 
Socrates. I think, however, friend Geoffrey, that this man 
deceived you/' 

" Impossible. Harrison is incapable of committing a mean or 
dishonorable action. Nor does he attempt to spare himself from 
blame ; but frankly confesses, that to his own imprudence, he is 
mainly indebted for his misfortunes." 

" Imprudence is a respectable term for intemperance, dissipa- 
tion, and vice of every kind," sneered my uncle. " Your moral 
young gentleman might preach against sins which had caused his 
own ruin. Believe me, Geoffrey, the crimes and passions of 
most men are alike, with only this difference, that some have 
greater art of concealing them." 

'* That would make virtue a mere name," said I, indignantly. 
'* I cannot believe thai ideal, which I have been used to worship 
as a reality" 

" All bosh. At your age, men cling to the ideal, and reso- 
lutely close their eyes to the true and rational. I was guilty of 
the same weakness once." 

" You, uncle I" 

" Ay, you are astonished. But the time came, and too soon, 
when I learned to wonder at my own credulity. I was in love 
once. You smile. Yes, with that old witch, as you call her 
now. She was as beautiful as an angel then. She is an incar* 
nate devil now ! Love has turned to hate — admiration to 
execration — and I curse myself for ever having thought her 
wise or good." 

He flung hunself into a chair and groaned like one in acute 
pain ; and I, thinkmg he wished to be alone, slipped away be- 
fore he raised his head from between his clasped hands. 

" What could he mean by asking me so many questions ?" I 
cried, as I threw myself into an easy chair in my luxurious 
apartment. " Were they instigated by the wine he had drank, 
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or Bnggested by idle carioeitj — or were my answers intended 
to answer some sinister purpose? God knows. He is a 
strange inexplicable man, whose words and actions the most 
profound lawyer could scarcely fathom. I think he endeavored 
to make me intoxicated in the hope of extracting some informa- 
tion regarding poor George. If so, he has missed his mark," 

I drew from my bosom the portraits he had given me, per- 
haps as a bait to win my confidence ; bnt I was thankful to 
him for the inestimable gift, whatever the motives were which 
led to its bestowal. 

The first case contained the miniature of my father. The 
gay, careless, happy countenance, full of spkit and intelligence, 
seemed to smile upon his unfortunate son. 

I raised my eyes to the mirror — ^the same features met my 
glance ; but ah, how different the expression of the two faces. 
Mine was saddened and paled by early care, by close confine- 
ment to a dark unhealthy office ; at twenty, I was but a faded 
likeness of my father. 

I sighed as I pressed the portrait to my heart. In the mark» 
ed difference between us I read distinctly the history of two 
lives. 

But how shall I describe my feelings whilst gazing on the 
picture of my mother. The fast falling tears for a long while 
hid the fondly remembered features from my sight — but they 
still floated before the eyes of my soul in all their original love- 



Yes — ^there was the sweet calm face — the large soft confiding 
blue eyes — the small rosy mouth with its gentle winning smile, 
and the modest truthful expression of the combined features 
which gave such a charm to the whole. 

Oh, my mother — ^my dear, lost, angel mother — how that pic- 
ture recalled the far-off happy days of childhood, when I sat 
upon your knees, and saw my own joyous face reflected in those 
dove-like eyes ; When, ending some nursery rhyme with a kiss. 
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joQ bowed yoar Telvct cheek upon mj elasterlng caris, and 
bade God bless and keep yoar darling boy. 

Ob my mother 1 — would that I coold become a child again, 
or that I could go to you, though you cannot return to me. 

*I leant my head upon the table imd wept. Those tears pro- 
duced a salutary effect upon my mind, and slipping down upon 
my knees, I poured out the feelings of my oppressed heart in 
prayer, and after awhile rose from the ground in a more com- 
posed state of mind. The picture still lay there smiling upon 
me. '' Is it of you, dearest mother," I said, *^ that bad men dare 
whisper hard things ? Who could look at that pure lovely face 
and believe aught against your honor ? I could despise my 
father, though his only son, could I for an instant imagine him 
capable of taking advantage of such youth and innocence. But 
no — it is a foul slander invented by a villain to answer some 
base purpose — and may I perish, when I believe it true I" 

I locked the portraits carefully iu my desk, and retired to 
bed. The wine I had drank and the unusual excitement of my 
fedingB for a long time prevented sleep, and it was the dawn of 
day before I sank to rest. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

A VISIT FROM THE GREAT MAN OP THE FAMILY. 

From that day, I became Mr. Moncton's factotum, his confi- 
dential clerk, and principal agent. In all matters that required 
prompt and skillful management he invariably employed me. 

If he did not regard me with affection — for that was foreign 
to his nature — he respected my abilities, and placed the greatest 
reliance on my principles. I attended him in most of his profes- 
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Bional journeys, and was present in every conrt in which he had 
an important case. He was an admirable speaker, and his cool, 
decided manner had great weight with both judge and jury. I 
no sooner appeared -with him in public than I became a person 
of considerable consequence among his friends and acquaintances, 
and inyitations flowed in upon me from all quarters. One thing 
appeared very certain, that the same persons who had despised 
the shabbily-dressed lawyer's clerk, no longer regarded me with 
cold eyes as a foor relation^ but were among the first to over- 
whelm me with civilities ; and, for a while, I was intoxicated 
with the adulation I received from the world and its smooth- 
tongued votaries. 

Three months glided rapidly away, and every day added to 
my self-importance, and brought with it fresh opportunities of 
enlarging the circle of my friends, and of acquiring a competent 
knowledge of the conventional rules of society. Though natu- 
rally fond of company, I hated dissipation, and those low vices 
which young men of common minds generally designate as 
pleasure, in the pursuit of which they too often degrade their 
mental and physical powers. Mr. Moncton laughed at what he 
termed my affectation of moral integrity, and tried by every art 
to seduce me to jofn in amusements, and visit scenes, from which 
my mind revolted ; and his own example served to strengthen my 
disgust. My resistance to such temptations I do not ascribe to 
any inherent virtue in me ; but I have often observed in my 
subsequent journey through life, that young men, whose know- 
ledge of the world has chiefly been confined to books, and who 
have never mingled much with persons of their own age, are 
guarded from low vices by the romantic and beautiful ideal of 
life, which they formed in solitude. The coarse reality is so 
shocking and degrading, so repugnant to taste and good feeling, 
and all their pre-conceived notions upon the subject, that they 
cannot indulge in it without remorse and a painful sense of 
degradation. This was so completely my case, that I often fled 
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to solitade as a refuge from pleasures, so-called, that I conld 
not enjoy, and scenes in which I felt shame to be an actor. 
Perhaps I was mainly indebted to the passion I had conceived 
for the beantiful Catherioe, which acted as a secret talisman in 
securmg me from the coDtarainating influences to which, in my 
new position, I was often exposed. In the hope of meeting 
again the fan* creature whose image filled my soul, I had fre- 
quented theatres, operas, and public balls, but to no purpose ; 
on this head I was still doomed to suffer the most provoking 
disappointment. 

One evening I returned late from the office in Hatton Gar- 
den ; my uncle was from home, and a great press of business 
had detained me beyond the usual dinner hour, which was at 
six. The porter had scarcely admitted me into the hall, when 
one of the footmen, with whom I was a great favorite, addressed 
me with an air of mystery which I thought highly amusing. He 
seemed so anxious to impress me with the importance of the 
news he had to communicate. 

" Mr. Geoffrey, Sir Alexander Moncton, my master's cousin, 
sir, is in ttte dining-room, waiting to see you ; and the dinner, sir, 
is waiting, too. I told him, sir, that we expected Mr. Moncton 
home this evening, and he bade his valet bring up his portman- 
teau from the hotel, and said that he would wait here till measter 
returned." 

*' Thank you, Saunders, for your information," I cried, hurry- 
ing off to my chamber to dress for dinner. 

I felt greatly excited at the prospect of the approaching 
interview with the great man of the family, who might prove a 
powerful friend to his friendless relative. 

My uncle was from home, which would aflford me an oppor- 
tunity of speaking for myself. I was anxious to make a favor- 
able impression on Sir Alexander, and took an unusual degree of 
pains with my toilet, but the more trouble I gave myself, the 
worse I succeeded. One suit, which was my very best, I fancied 

6* 
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too fine, and that it made me look vulgar, another was anbecom- 
ing. In short, no bride on her wedding morning, ever felt more 
diffident of the appearance she would make, than I did on this 
important occasion — which, hope whispered, was to prove the 
great epoch in my life. 

The extravagance of youthful hope, is only equalled by youth- 
ful vanity ; and whilst standing before the polished mirror, con- 
templating my own person with the desire to appear to the best 
advantage, I forgot the stigma attached to my birth, my depen- 
dent situation, and the very proud man in whose presence I 
was about to appear. 

After pondering over for a few minutes, the manner in which 
I should address him, a sudden sense of the absurdity of my 
conduct struck me so forcibly, that my day-dreams vanished in 
a hearty fit of laughter. 

" Hang it 1" I exclaimed, " what a ridiculous puppy I am 
going to make of myself, with all this affectation and nonsense. 
Nature is the best guide in works of art, why should not our 
conversation and manners be governed by the same unerring 
rule ? Simplicity and truth possess a charm, that never can 
belong to studied au*s and grimaces. It is better to appear as 
I am, with all my imperfections, than affect to be what I am 
not, even if by so doing, I could ensure the good opinion of this 
wealthy titled relation." 

With these wise reflections, I regained my composure, and 
joined Sir Alexander in the drawing-room— just as the footman 
announced that dinner was on the table. 

Sir Alexander received me, and my apologies for detention in 
the office, with a mighty good grace, shook me warmly by the 
hand, and accompanied me into the dining-room, with the air 
of a man who was determined not to be cheated out of his din- 
ner, and anxious to make up for lost time. 

I did the honors as well as I could ; but not without com- 
mitting sundry awkward blunders,; greatly to the horror of 
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Saunders, who with toe and elbow, gave me varioas silent hints 
upon the snbject, as he glided noiselessly to and fro. This 
only increased my confusion, but fortunately, my worthy relative 
was too much engrossed with his dinner, to notice the trifling ^ 
omissions, which poor Saunders considered of such immense 
importance. 

I was greatly relieved when the cloth was removed ; and the 
wine and glasses were placed upon the table, and Sir Alexander 
and I were left alone to improve our acquaintance. 

He commenced the conversation by introducing the very sub- 
ject uppermost in my mind. 

" Did I mistake you, young gentleman, or did you tell me, 
that yon were a son of the late Edward Moncton 7" 

" His only son." 

" I was not aware of his marriage — still less that he left a 
son. It is strange, that I should have been kept in ignorance 
of this important fact." 

This was said half musingly. He then turned to me with a 
Bvely air. 

" Your father, young gentleman, deeply oflfended me. It was 
a foolish affair. But it effectually severed the friendship of years. 
We repent of these things when it is too late. Had he been less 
violent, and less obstinate, a reconciliation might have been 
brought about. As it was — ^interested parties did their best to 
widen the breach. 

" Edward and I were school-fellows ; and though little har- 
mony existed between the elder branches of the family, we loved 
like brothers. He was a handsome, generous, high-spirited fel- 
low, but rash and extravagant. While at school he was always 
in debt and difficulty, to the great annoyance of his money-loving 
father, who looked upon me, as the aider and abettor in all his 
scrapes. We continued firm friends until the night before he 
left college, when the quarrel, which I do not mean to particular- 
ize, took place — ^from which period, we never met, and all cor- 
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respondence ceased between ns. I heard, that in after years, 
he made a loye connexion ; bnt I never learned the particnlars 
from any one bnt yonr nocle Robert ; and he did not inform me, 
that Edward had left a son — ^nor can I comprehend his motlTe 
for concealing the fact.^' 

Sir Alexander paused and looked earnestly in my face. I felt 
the blood rush to my temples. 

" I do not doubt your veracity, yonng sir. You are too like 
the man I loved so long and well, for me to question your origin. 
But are you certain that you lire Edward Moncton's legitimate 
son r 

*^ I feel no doubt upon the subject ; my heart tells me that I 
am his lawful representative ; and I trust that heaven will one 
day enable me to substantiate my claims." This was said with 
a vehemence that brought the tears into my eyes. 

'^ Does Robert Moncton admit them V* 

'*No." 

" On what grounds ?-' 

*^ He affirms, that no certificate of my mother's marriage can 
be found, and without this important document, the law will not 
acknowledge me as Edward Moncton's legitimate son." 

"Or Alexander Moncton's heir," replied the Baronet. 
" But I do not judge like the rest of the world, young man, 
and dare to think and act for myself. This uncle of yours 
is a cunning man. I know him and his ways of old. I know 
how he fomented the quarrel between his brother and me, to 
gain his own ends ; and this son of his — ^this Theophilus, is a 
finished scoundrel ! It is mortifying to the pride of an English 
gentleman to acknowledge such men as his successors." 

The old man rose from his seat, and paced the room for some 
time in silence. He was so much occupied with bis own refleo- 
tions, that I had leisure to examine his countenance minutely. 

A strong family likeness existed between him and my father, 
and uncle Robert; and as for me— I might have passed for his 
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son. He bad the same high forehead, aquiline nose, chestnnt 
curling hair, and dark piercing eyes ; bnt his face lacked the 
careless, frank, good nature of my father's, and was totally des- 
titate of the subtle, stern demeanor of my uncle's. The expres- 
sion was more simple, and less worldly than either. It was a 
thonghtful, intellectual, benevolent physiognomy, which excited 
feelings of confidence and affection at first sight. While looking 
at him, I thought I had known and loved him for years. 

His tall commanding figure was slightly bent in the shoulders, 
and his hair was thickly sprinkled with grey ; yet, his age could 
scarcely have exceeded fifty. His complexion, unlike my hand- 
some uncle's, was very pale, and an early accquaintance with 
grief might be traced in the lines that furrowed his ample white 
forehead. 

After a few turns through the room, he resumed his seat. 

" Mr. Geoffrey Moncton," he said, grasping me warmly by 
the hand, " I wish smcerely that you could prove your legiti- 
macy. There is something about you that pleases and interests 
me. If ever you stand in need of assistance you may rely upon 
me as your friend. It is not Robert Moncton's bare assertion 
that will make me believe you a bastard. Tell me all you know 
about yourself ?" 

I endeavored to speak, but I was so completely overwhelmed 
by his unexpected kindness, that I could find no words to 
express my thanks, or comply with his request. 

A^ loud knocking at the door, announced the arrival of Mr. 
Moneton. 

" That is my uncle's knock," I cried, breaking the spell that 
bound me. 

"We will talk over this matter again, Geoffrey. If we 
cannot get an opportunity, you must write, and tell me all you 
know." 

Before I could promise anything Mr. Moneton entered the 
room. He cast a hurried, scrutinizing glance at me, and seemed 
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snrprkied and annoyed at finding me on saeh intimate terms 
with the baronet, to whom he gave a most COTdial and flatterii^ 
welcome. 

The other met his advances with cold and studied politeness ; 
it was evident to me that he, too, pnt a restraint upon his feel- 
ings. 

'' I am sorry, Sir Alexander, that I was from home when yon 
arrived. This visit /r^t» y<m is such an unexpected flavor.'' 

** Yonr absence, Robert Moncton, gave me an opportunity of 
making the acquaintance of your nephew, whom I have foond a 
very agreeable and entertaining substitute, as well as a near 
relation." 

Mr. Moncton regarded me with a haughty and contemptuous 
smile. 

" I am happy to learn that your time was so agreeably spent. 
By-the-by, Geoffrey," turning abruptly to me, and speaking in a 
hasty, authoritative tone, ** are those papers transcribed I gave 
you at parting? They will be required in court early to- 
morrow." 

He evidently expected a negative. 

'' They are ready, sir, and many others, that have been placed 
in my hands since. We have been hard at work in the office all 
day." 

" I commend your diligence," he said, affecting a patronizing 
air ; *' I am sorry to take you from such pleasant company, but 
business, you know, cannot be neglected. This bundle of papers " 
— and he took a packet from his wallet and placed in my hand — 
" must be transcribed to-night. You need not go to the office. 
Step into the study, you will find all that you require there." 

This was but a stratagem to get rid of my unwelcome pres- 
ence. I bowed to Sir Alexander, and reluctantly withdrew. 

It so happened, that Mr. Moncton's study opened into Ute 
dining-room, and without meaning to do so, I left the dooBf>at^ 
partially closed. 
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Sitting down to the table, I trimmed the large shaded lamp 
that always barnt there, and began mechanically to transcribe 
the uninteresting papers. An hoar passed away. The gentle- 
men were conversing upon the current news of the day oyer their 
wine. The servant brought up cofifee, and I ceased to give any 
heed to what was passing in the next room. 

I was drawing out a long deed of settlement, when my atten- 
tion was aroused by the mention of my own name, and the fol- 
lowing dialogue caught my ear : 

** This nephew of yours, Robert Moncton, is a fine lad. How 
is it that I never heard of him before i'^ 

*' I did not think it necessary to introduce him to your notice. 
Sir Alexander. He has no legal claim upon our protection. 
He is a natural son of Edward's, whom I educate for the pro- 
fession out of charity." 

" An act of benevolence hardly to be expected from you," 
said Sir Alexander, with a provoking laugh. " I suppose you 
expect to get the interest for your kindness out of the lad ?" 

" Why, yes. He has excellent abilities, and might do much 
for himself, but is too like the father, but with this difference — 
Edward was good-natured and careless to a fault — this boy is 
haughty and petulant, with the unmanageable obstinacy and 
self-will of old Geoffrey. He is not grateful for the many obli- 
gations he owes to me, and gives me frequent cause to regret 
that I ever adopted him into my family." 

" When you are tired of him," said Sir Alexander, carelessly, 
" you may turn him over to me. I am sure I could make some- 
thing of him." 

'* You are not in earnest 7" in a tone of surprise. 

" Never more so." 

A long silence ensued. My hand trembled with indignation. 
Was this Mr. Moncton's pretended friendship ? I tried in vain 
to wiite. " It is useless,'* I said mentally. " The deed may go 
to the devil, and Robert Moncton along witlj it, for what I 
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care/' and I flai^ the parchment from me. ** That man is an 
infamous liar I I will tell him so to his face." 

I was just about to burst into the room, when Sir Alexander 
resumed the conversation. 

" Who was this lad's mother ?" 

" A young person of the name of Rivers ; the only daughter 
of a poor curate, in Derbyshire, You know my brother's dissi- 
pated habits. He enticed the girl from her peaceful home, and 
grief for her loss brought the old father to his grave. This boy 
was the sole fruit of the connection. The parents were never 
married." 

« Is that a fact ?" 

" I have made every legal inquiry upon the subject ; but, no 
proofe are in existence of such an union between the parties." 

" I can scarcely believe Edward guilty of such a villainous 
act 1" 

** Extravagant men of unsettled principles are not much 
troubled with qualms of conscience. On his death-bed Edward 
repented of this act,, and recommended the child to my especial 
care and protection. His letter, which I have by me, was 
couched in such moving terms, that I considered myself bound 
in duty to do what I could for the boy, as he was not answer 
able for the fault of the parents. I took him home the day 
his mother was buried, and he has been an inmate of my house 
ever since." 

** When he is out of his time, what do you intend doing 
for him ?" 

"I have not yet determined. Perhaps, associate him with* 
myself in the office. There is, however, one stumbling-block in 
the way — the dislike which exists between him and Theophilus." 

** Ay, Geoffrey, I should think, would prove rather a formi- 
dable rival to your son." 

" Comparisons are odious. Sir Alexander ; I should be sorry 
if my son resembled this base-born lad." 
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" I can see no likeness between them," said Sir Alexander, 
drily, " not even a family one. By-the-bye, what has become of 
Theophilns V 

"He is trayelling on the continent. His last letter was 
dated from Rome. He has been a great source of trouble and 
Texation to me, and is constantly getting into scrapes among 
the women, which you must allow. Sir Alexander, is a family 
failing of the Monctons.'* 

" His conduct lately has been such," said the baronet, in an 
angry voice, ** that it makes me blush that we bc^ar the same 
name. It was to speak to you on this painful subject that 
brought me to London." 

" I know the circumstance to which you allude," said Mr. 
Moncton, in a humble tone ; '' nor can I defend him ; but, we 
must make some allowances for youth and indiscretion. We 
were young men ourselves once, Sir Alexander." 

'^ Thank God 1 bad as I might be, no poor girl could accuse 
me of being the cause of her ruin," cried the baronet, striking 
his hand emphatically upon the table. '' But this young 
scoundrel ! while a visitor beneath my roof, and a solicitor for 
the hand of my daughter, outraged all feelings of honor and 
decency, by seducing this poor girl, on our own estate, at our 
Tery doors. It was mean, wicked, dastardly — and without he 
marries his unhappy victim, he shall never enter my doors 
again." 

" Marry .'" and Mr. Moncton hissed the words through his 
clenched teeth. '^Let him dare to marry her, and the sole 
inheritance he gets from me, will be his father's curse !" 

*' Till he does this, and, by so doing, wipes off the infamous 
stain he has brought upon our house, I must consider both 
father and son as strangers I" 

*' Please yourself. Sir Alexander. You will never bully me 
into giving my consent to this disgraceful marriage," cried 
Moncton, stamping with rage. 
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There was another long pause. I heard Sir Alexuider trar 
Yersiog the apartment with hasty strides. At length, stopping 
suddenly before his excited companion, he said ; " Robert, yoa 
may be right. The wicked woman, who sold her grandchild 
for money, was once in yonr seryice. Yoa best know what 
relationship exists between your son and his beantifol yictim.'' 

A hollow laugh burst from Mr. Moncton^s lips. 

'' You possess a lively imagination, Sir Alexander. I did love 
that woman, though she was old enough then to have been my 
mother. It was a boy's rash, blind love ; but I was too proud 
to make her my wife, and she was too cunning and ayaricious to 
be mine on any other terms. Your suspicions, on thai head at 
least, are erroneous." 

" Be that as it may," said Sur Alexander, " Theophilus Monc- 
ton shall nerer darken my doors until the grave closes over 
me." 

He left the room while speaking. A few minutes later, a 
carriage dashed from the door at a rapid rate, and I felt certain 
that he had quitted the house. My uncle's step approached. I 
let my head drop upon the table and feigned sleep, and without 
attempting to waken me, he withdrew. 

From that night, a marked alteration took place in his man^ 
ner towards me. It was evident that the conmiendations 
bestowed upon me by Sir Alexander had ruined me in his eyes, 
and he considered me in the light of a formidable rival.. He 
withdrew his confidence, and treated me with the most pointed 
neglect. But he could not well banish me from hfs table, or de- 
prive me of the standing he had given me among his guests, 
without insulting them, by having introduced to their notice a 
person unworthy of it. On this head I was tolerably secure, as 
Mr. Moncton was too artful a man to criminate himself. In a 
few days I should now become of age, when the term of my 
articles would expire ; I should then be my own master ; and 
several private applications had been made to me by a lawyer 
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of Qffiineiice, to accept a place in his office, with proouaes <tf fur- 
ther advancement ; this rendered my ancle's conduct a matter 
of indifierenoe. The sadden and anexpected retarn oi Theophi- 
los, gave a Tery different aspect to my affairs. 



CHAPTER XIV. 



LOVE AND HATBED. 



At first Mr. Moncton refused to see his son ; bat on the 
receipt of a letter from Theophilus, his positive orders on that 
head were not only reversed, bat the worthy yoang gentleman 
was received with marked attention by his father. 

The contents of that letter I did not know then, bat got a 
knowledge of them in after years. The son had become 
acquainted with some villainons transactions of the parent, which 
he threatened to expose to the world, if any rigorous measures 
were adopted towards himself ; these revelations were of such a 
startling nature, that no alternative remained to Mr. Moncton 
but to submit, which he did, and with a wonderful good grace. 

It would be no easy matter to describe the surprise and indig- 
nation of Theophilus Moncton, when he discovered that the 
demised and insulted Oeof&ey had become a person of some 
consequence during his absence. I shall never forget the studied 
air of indifference, the chilling coldness, with which he met me 
on his return, and under the cover of which he endeavored to 
conceal his chagrin. 

The lon^-cherished dislike that I had entertained for him, had 
lost much of its bitter character during a separation of many 
months. I was wUling to believe that I might sometimes have 
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been the aggressor, and that time, and a mor6 intimate know* 
ledge of the world, might have produced a favorable change in 
his sarlj and morose disposition. I had still to learn that the 
world rarely improves the heart, but only teaches both sexes 
more adroitly to conceal its imperfections. I could perceive 
no alteration in Theophilus which gave the least promise of 
mental improvement. After a few minutes spent in his com- 
pany, I found him more arrogant and conceited than when he 
bade adieu to his native shores. The affectation of imitating 
foreign manners, and interlarding his conversation with French 
and Italian, rendered him less attractive in his assumed, than he 
had been in his natural character. 

I listened for the first week to his long, egotistical harangues, 
with tolerable patience, hoping that the theme of self would 
soon be exhausted, and the Frenchified dandy condescend to 
remember that he was an Englishman ; but finding him becom- 
ing more arrogant and assuming by listening to his nonsense, I 
turned from him with feelings of aversion, which I could but ill 
conceal. It must have been apparent, even to himself, that I 
considered his company a bore. 

The sympathy that exists between kindred minds, all have 
experienced at some period of their lives ; but the mysterious 
chords of feeling which unite hearts formed by nature, to under- 
stand and appreciate each other, are not more electrical in their 
operation than those which have their origin in the darker pas- 
sions of the human breast. 

How repugnant to a sensitive mind, is a forced association 
with persons in whom we can find no affinity ; and whese senti- 
ments and pursuits are at utter variance with our own. 

I was acutely alive to these impressions, whenever I encoun- 
tered the sidelong, watchful glance of my cousin. There was 
nothing straightforward in his soul ; he never looked friend or 
enemy honestly in the face. We mutually understood each 
other. Though he scrupulously avoided addressing his conver- 
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BatioB to me, yet, it was cMeiy intended for my edification ; 
and was replete with spitefal and satirical invectiyes. 

I detest this covert manner of attack ; it is mean and unfair 
in the highest degree, as it deprives the person attacked from 
taking his own part, and boldly defendii^ himself. Theophilm 
was a perfect adept at this dastardly species of warfare. 

I tried to treat his conduct with silent contempt ; bnt his 
provoking remarks galled me exceedingly ; and often, when I 
appeared unconscious of their being levelled against me, and 
earnestly engaged in the perusal of some dull law-book, I was 
listening to every word he uttered, and quivering with indigna* 
tion in every limb. Theophilus enjoyed my discomfiture, and I 
found his powers of tormenting greater than I had at first 
imagined. 

The second day after his arrival, he sent a message up to my 
room, to inform me that he required that apartment for his 
valet, and I could remove to a chamber in the next story. 

I returned for answer, " That I should not quit the occupa- 
tion of the room that had been allotted to my use by his father, 
until I received positive orders from hkn to that effect. But I 
should only require it a few days longer, and then, he could do 
as he pleased." 

This insolent demand was not seconded by Mr. Moncton, and 
I took no further notice of it. 

That my uncle had a game of his own to play, when he took 
me from the obscurity of the ofl&ce and introduced me into 
society, I was now more than ever convinced. Whilst in the 
presence of his son he treated me with marked attention and 
respect, which rendered my situation far more trying and irk- 
some, as I mistrusted the designs of the one and detested the 
other. 

1 felt that Mr. Moncton acted thus, on purpose to annnoy 
Theophilus, and make him feel the weight of the resentment, 
which, for good reasons, he dared not openly express; while he 
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praised my talents and application to business, on purpose to 
rouse the enyj and hatred of mj cousin. 

One afternoon, as we were sitting oyer the dessert, Mr. 
Moncton, as usual, addressed his oonyersation ezclusiyely to 
me, which irritated Theophilus to such a degree, that he turned 
suddenly to his father, and exclaimed with much yiolence : 

** You seem, sir, to forget you haye a son ?" 

'* Yes, when that son forgot what was due to himself, and to 
his father's house." 

" You have to thank yourself for ihat^^' was the insolent reply. 
" I haye trod too closely in your own footsteps, and followed too 
strictly the honest principles of my father." He laughed bitterly. 
'' It seems strange, that you should be surprised, that such an 
example should haye produced corresponding effects upon the 
mind and character of your son." 

Shocked at this horrible speech, for in spite of its awfhl truth, 
it seemed terrible from the mouth of a son, I looked from 
Theophilus to his father, expecting to see the dark eye of the 
latter, aliye with the light of passion. But no — there he sat, 
mute as a marble statue ; it was frightful to contemplate the 
glossy stare of his glittering eye, the rigid immobility of his 
countenance. 

" God of Heaven 1" I mentally exclaimed, " can he be insulted 
in this manner by his only son, and remain thus calm ?" But 
calm he was, without even attempting a reply, whilst the inso- 
lent wretch continued. 

" By heaven I if you think that advancing that puppy into 
my place will bend me to your purpose, you grossly deceive 
yourself. I pity the stupid puppet who can thus sneak to hi^ 
bitterest enemy, to obtain a position he could never rise to by 
his own merit. Silly boy ! — I laugh at his folly — our shallow 
policy, and his credulity." 

The words were scarcely out of his mouth, when I sprang 
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from my cbair, and with a well-directed blow, levelled him at 
my feeU 

" Thank yon, Oeoffrey 1" exclaimed Mr. Moncton, raismg the 
crest fallen hero from the groaad. ** You have answered both 
for yonrself and me." 

''I have been too rash," I sold, seeing Uie blood stream 
copiously from my cousin's nose ; ** bnt he exasperated mo 
b«yoad endurance." 

" He provc^ed it himself," returned Mr. Moncton. " I never 
l^me uiy person when insulted, for takiAg his own part. You 
&eed be under no apprehension of a hostile encounter — ^Tbeophi- 
lus is a cowardly dog, he can bark and snarl, bat dares not 
fight. Go to your room, Geoffrey, you will be better friends 
after this." 

He said this in a tone of such bitter irony, that I hardly 
knew whether he was pleased with what I had done or offended, 
but who could fathom the mind of such a man 7 I instantly 
complied with his request, and felt, however mortifying to my 
pride, that Theophilus Moncton had uttered the truth. 

** In another week," I cried, as I strode through the apart- 
ment — ''yes, in less than a week, I shall obtain my majority — I 
shall be free, and then farewell to this accursed house of 
bomlage for ever I" 

Theophilus had not been home many days, before I perceived 
a decided alteration in the. once friendly greetings I had been 
accustomed to receive from Mr. Moucton's guests. I was no 
longer invited to their parties, or treated with those flattering 
marks of attention which had been so gratifying to my vanity, 
and given me such an exalted idea of my own consequence. 

At first, I was at a loss to ims^ine what had produced 
this sudden change. One simple sentence at length solved all 
these unpleasant queries, and pressed the unwelcome truth home 
to my heart. Robert Moncton had been reconciled to his son, 
and I was once more regarded as only a poor relation. 
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The day I made this important discovery, I had been detained 
at the office long after oar usual dinner hour, and meeting with 
a friend on my way home, I sauntered with him several times up 
and down Regent street, before I returned to my ancle's house. 

I was not aware that my uncle expected company that day, 
until informed by Saunders in the hall, that a large party were 
assembled in the dining-room. 

I was a little provoked at not receiving any intimation of the 
event, and in being too late for appearing at dinner, the third 
course having been placed on the table ; but I hurried away to 
my own apartment to change my dress, and join the ladies m 
the drawing-room. 

This important duty was scarcely effected, before Saunders 
entered with a tray covered with dainties, which he had catered 
for my benefit. 

" I was determined, Mr. Geoffrey, that they should not have 
all the good things to themselves. Here is an excellent cut of 
salmon and lobster-sauce ; the plump breast of a partridge, and 
a slice of delicious ham — besides, the sunkets. If you cannot 
make a good dinner off these, why, I says, that you deserves to 
be hungry." 

And throwing a snowy napkin over a small table near the 
fire, he deposited the tray and its tempting contents thereon, 
placed my chair, and stood behind it with beaming eyes, his 
jolly, rosy face radiant with good-nature and benevolence. 

I thanked him heartily for his attention to my comfort, and 
being tired and hungry, did ample justice to the meal he had 
provided. 

" This party has been got up in a hurry, Saunders ?" 

"Not at all, sir. I carried out the invitations four days 
ago." 

*'Yoa surprise me I" said I, dropping my knife and fork. 
" Four days ago — ana I know nothing about it. That is some- 
thing new." 
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"It is young Mr. Moncton's doings, sir. The party is given in 
honor of his return. Says Mr. Theophiius to the Guv'nor, says 
he, ' I shall say nothing to Geoffrey, about it. What a capi- 
tal joke it will be, to see him bolt into the room without study- 
ing the Graces for an hour.' * I think it was the Graces, he 
said, sir ; but whether its a law book, or a book of fashions, sir, 
hang me if I can tell." 

" But why did not you give me a hint of this, my good 
fellow?" 

"Why, sir,'* said Saunders, hesitating and looking down, 
*' everybody in this world has his troubles,* and I, sir, have 
mine. Trouble, sir, makes a man forget every one's affairs but 
Ms own ; and so, sir, the thing slipped quite out of my 'ead." 

" And what has happened to trouble such a light heart as 
yours, Saunders ?" 

" Ah, sir !" sighing and shaking his head, " you remember 
Jemima, the pretty chamber-maid, who lives at Judge Falcon's, 
across the street, I am sure you must, sir, for no one that saw 
Jemima once could forget her ; and it was your first praising 
her that made me cast an eye upon her. Well, sir, I looked 
and loved, and became desperate about her, and offered her my 
'onest 'and and 'eart sir, and she promised to become my wife. 
Yes, indeed, she did — and we exchanged rings, and lucky six- 
pences and all that ; and I gave master warning for next week ; 
and took lodgings in a genteel country-looking cottage on the 
Deptford road. But, I was never destined to find love there 
with Jemima." 

" And what has happened to prevent your marriage ?" said I, 
growing impatient and wishing to cut his long story down to 
the basement. 

" Many a slip, sir, between the cup and the lip. There's truth 
in those old saws howsomever. Mr. Theophilus's French valet, 
poured such a heap of flummery into the dear ghrl's ears, that 
it tnmed her 'ead altogether, and she run off with the haffected 
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poppy last night ; but let him look well after himsdf, fbr I 
swear the first time I catch him, Til make caVs meat of him. 
Ah, sir, the song says, that it's the men who is so crnelly deceit- 
fol, bat I have foond it the reyerse. Never trust in vimen, sir I 
I swear I'll hate 'em all from this day, for Jemima's sake." 

" Consider yourself a fortunate fellow," said I. " Yoa have 
made a very narrow escape." 

"Ah, sir, it's all very well talking, when you don't feel the 
smart yourself. I loved that false creter with my 'ole 'art. But 
there's one thing (brightening up) which consoles me under this 
great haffliction, the annoyance that it has given to Mr. Theo* 
philus. This morning, there was no one to dress him — to flatter 
his vanity and tell him what a fine gentleman he is — ^I had to 
carry up his boots and shaving water. It was rare fun to see 
him stamping and raving about the room, and vishing all the 
vimen in the vorld at the devil. But hark 1 — there's the dining- 
room belL More wine. The ladies have Just left for the draw- 
ing-room." 

The blaze of lights, the gay assemblage of youth and beauty 
which arrested my eyes as Saunders threw back the folding- 
doors, sent a sudden thrill of joy to my heart. But these feelings 
were quickly damped by the cold and distant salutations I 
received from the larger portion of the company there assem- 
bled. Persons who a few weeks before had courted my acquaint- 
ance and flattered my vanity, by saying and doing a thousand 
agreeable things, had not a friendly word to offer. 

The meaning glance which passed round the curcle when I 
appeared among them, chilled the warm glow of pleasure which 
the sight of so many fair and familiar faces had called up. 

What could be the meaning of all this. A vague su^icion 
flashed into my mind, that my cousin was the direct cause of 
this change in the aspect of affairs, and, sick and disgusted with 
the world, I sat down at a distant table and began mechanically 
to turn over a large portfolio of splendid prints that I had not 
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noticed before — and which I literwards discoT^^d, had been 
brought by Theophilus from Paris. 

A half sappressed titter from two young ladies near me, and 
which I felt was meant for me, stung my proud heart to the 
quick. A dark mist floated between me and the lights ; and 
the aezt moment, I determined to leave the room in which I 
felt that my presence was not required, and where I was 
evidently regarded as an intruder. 

I had just risen from my oeat to effect a quiet retreat, when 
the folding-do(Mrs were agian thrown open, and Mrs. Hepburn 
«nd Miss Lee were announced. 

What were these strangers to me ? The new arrival appeared 
to make no small sensation. A general bustle ensued, and my 
eyes unconsciously followed the rest. 

The blood receded from my cheeks, to flush them again to 
ft feverish glow, when I instantly recognized the lovely girl and 
her aunt, who I had for so many months sought for, and sought 
in vain. 

Yes it was her — my adored Catherine — no longer pale and 
agitated from recent danger, but radiant in youth and beauty, 
her lovely person adorned with costly jewels, and the rich 
garments that fashion has rendered indispensable to her wealthy 
votaries. 

'' Miss Lee," was whispered among the ladies near me. 

** Mr. Moncton's ward V 

" The rich heiress." 

" Do you think her handsome ?" 

" Yes — ^passable." 

" Too short." 

" Her figure pretty — ^but insignificant." 

" She is just out." 

" So I hear. She will not make any great sensation. Too 
sentimental and countrified. As Lord Byron says — ' Smells of 
breftd and batter.' " 
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This last spitefnl remark, I considered a compliment. My 
charming Kate, looked as fresh and natural as a new-blown rose 
with the morning dew still fresh upon its petals. There was 
nothing studied or affected about her — no appearance of display 
— no effort to attract' admiration ; she was an unsophisticated 
child of nature, and the delightful frankness, with which she 
receired the homage of the male portion of the company,^ was 
quite a contrast to the supercilious airs of the fashionable belles. 

The opinion of the gentlemen with regard to the fair 
dibutante, was quite the reverse of those given by her own sex. 

"What a lovely girl.'' 

" What an easy graceful carriage." 

"Did you ever see a more charming expression — a more 
bewitching smile ? A perfect lady from head to foot.'' 

" I have lost my heart already." 

" By Jove ! won't she make a noise in the gay world ?" 

" The beauty of the season." 

" A prize, independent of her large fortune." 

" And doubly a prize with." 

And thus the men prated of her among themselves. 

The excitement at length subsided ; and favored by the 
obscurity of my situation, I could watch at a distance all her 
movements, and never tire of gazing upon that beaming face. 

By some strange coincidence, I could hardly think it purely 
accidental, Mrs. Hepburn and her niece came up to the table 
upon which I was leaning. 

I rose up in confusion, wondering if they would recognize me, 
and offered the elder lady my chair. 

In my hurry and agitation, the portfolio fell from my hand, 
and the fine prints were scattered over the floor and table. 

A general laugh arose at my expense — I felt annoyed, but 
laughed as loudly as the rest. Miss Lee, very good-naturedly 
assisted me in restoring the prints to their place, then looking 
earnestly in my face for a few seconds, she said-^" Surely, I 
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am not deceiTed — you are the gentleman who rescued me from 
that frightful situation in Oxford street ?" 

'* The same," said I, with a smile. 

" How delighted I am to meet you once more, my brave 
preserver," she cried, giving me her hand, and warmly shaking 
mine ; " I was afraid that I should never see you again. And 
your name — you must tell me your name." 

" Geoffrey Moncton. But, Miss Lee, do not distress me by 
thinking so much of a trifling service, which gave me so much 
pleasure.'' 

" Trifling, do you call it. Mr. Geoffrey Moncton, you saved 
my life, and I never can forget the debt of gratitude I owe you.- 
. Aunt — turning to Mrs. Hepburn — do you remember this gen- 
tleman ? How often we have talked that adventure over, and 
wondered who my preserver was. It is such a .pleasure to see 
him here." 

The old lady, though not quite so eloquent as her niece, was 
kind enough in her way. Wishing to change the subject, I 
asked Miss Lee if she drew ?" 

"AUttle." 

" Let us examine these beautiful prints." 

I gave her a chair, and leant over her. My heart fluttered 
with delight. I forgot my recent mortification. I was near 
her, and, in the rapture of the moment, could have defied the 
malice of the whole world. 

" I am no judge of the merits or demerits of a picture," she 
said, in her sweet, gentle voice. " I know what pleases me, 
and suffer my heart to decide for my head." 

" That is exactly my case. Miss Lee. A picture to interest 
me, must produce the same effect upon my mind as if the object 
represented was really there. This is the reason, perhaps, why 
I feel less pleasure in examining those pictures by the ancient 
masters, though portrayed with matchless skill, that represent 
the heathen ^cities. With Jupiter, Mars and Yenus, I can feel 
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little sympathy, while the trathfal and spirited delineations 
of Wilkie and Gainsborough, which hare been familiar from 
childhood, strike home to the heart." 

Before Miss Lee could reply, Theophilus Moncton walked to 
the table at which we were talking. He stared at me, without 
deigning a word of recognition, and shook hands cordially with 
Miss Lee and her aunt. 

" Happy to see you here, Catherine — ^was afraid you would 
be too much fatigued, after dancing all night, to give us a look 
in this eyening. Been admiring my prints? Splendid coUeo- 
tion, ain't they ? By-the-by, Mr. Geoffrey, I would thank you 
to be more careful in handling them. Persons unaccustomed to 
fine drawings, are apt to injure them by rough treatment.'' 

A contemptuous glance was my reply, which was returned 
by a sidelong withering glare of hate. 

" That picture, on the opposite side of the room," continued 
my tormentor, anxious to divert Miss Lee's attention from me, 
"is a fine portrait, by Sir Thomas Lawrence. You are an 
admirer of his style ; let us examine the picture hearer ; I want 
to have your opinion of it." 

They crossed the room. In a few seconds, a large group 
gathered before the picture of which Theophilus and Miss Lee 
formed the nucleus, and half a dozen wax-lights were held up 
to exhibit it to the best advantage. 

Theophilus was eloquent in praising Lawrence's style of paint- 
ing, and entertained the company with an elal)orate detail of all 
the celebrated paintings he had seen abroad ; the studios he had 
visited, and the distinguished artists he had patronized. The 
fellow could talk well, when he pleased, on any subject, and 
possessed considerable talent and taste for the arts ; yet, I 
thought him more egotistical and affected than usual, when 
standing beside the simple and graceful Catherine Lee. 

She listened to him with politeness, until the gratuitous lec- 
ture came to an end, and then quietly resumed her seat at the 
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table by me, with whom she entered into a lively conyer- 
sation. 

The swarthy glow of indignation mounted to my cousin's 
wan face. He drew back, and muttered something inandibly 
between his shut teeth, while I secretly enjoyed his chagrin. 
When supper was announced I had the honor of conducting 
Hiss Lee down stairs, leavmg my cousin to take charge of the 
elder lady. Nor did my triumph end here. Catherine insisted 
on taking a scat at the lower end of the table, and I found 
myself, once more, placed by her side. 

'' I do detest upper seats at feasts and synagogues,'' said she, 
"it esposes you to observation, while in our pleasant obscurity 
we can enjoy a little friendly chat. I never could understand 
why so many ladies quarrel so much about taking precedence of 
each other." 

** It is only ambition in a small way,'' said I. 

** Very small, indeed," she contmued, laughing. " But tell 
me, why you were not at Mrs. Wilton's large party last night ?" 

" Simply, because I was not invited." 

" The Monctons were there, father and son. But, .perhaps 
you mix very little in the gaieties of the town." 

"Since Theophilus returned, I have been very little from 
home ; and have become a mere cipher with my old friends. A 
few weeks ago, these Wiltons courted my acquaintance, and the 
young men vied with each other, in paying me attention. To- 
night, we met as perfect strangers. To me, the change is 
unaccountable. I am, however, a perfect novice in the ways of 
the world. Such examples of selfish meanness often repeated, 
will render me a misanthrope.^' 

" You must not condemn all) because you have experienced 
the unmerited neglect of a few," said Catherine. "Selfish, 
interested people are found in every community. It is a maxim 
with me, never to judge the mass by individuals. Many of the 
persons we meet with in the world do not live entirely for it, 
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and are incapable of the condnct you deplore. I have met with 
warm hearts and kind friends amid the gay scenes yon condemn. 
— ^yooDg people, who like myself, are compelled by circumstances 
to mingle in society, while their thoughts and affections are far 
away." 

" You have never experienced the frowns of the world,'' I 
said, " I can scarcely allow you to be a competent judge." 

" I am prepared to meet them," she replied, quickly — then 
stopped — and sighed deeply. I looked up inquiringly. 

The expression of her fine face was changed from a cheerful 
to a pensive cast. It was not actual sorrow that threw a shade 
over her clear brow, but she looked as if she had encountered 
some unexpected misfortune, and was prepared to meet it with 
resignation. She passed her small white hand slowly across her 
forehead, and I thought I saw tears trembling in her eyes. My 
interest was deeply excited, and I loved her better for having 
Buffered. I redoubled my attentions, and before the company 
rose from table, I fancied that she no longer regarded me with * 
indifference. 

From this happy dream, I too soon awoke to an agonizing 
consciousness of my own insignificance. 

A Counsellor Sabine, who had been conversing with my uncle 
during the greater part of the evening, beckoned me over to a 
distant part of the room, and I reluctantly obeyed the summons. 

He wanted me to settle a dispute between him and Mr. 
Moncton, relative to some papers, which he said, had been 
entrusted to my care. 

My place by Catherine Lee's side, was instantly filled by 
Theophilus. 

Mrs. Hepburn, Catherine's aunt, asked him in a low voice, 

f^ which, occupied as I was with other matters, did not fail to 

reach my ears, who I was, and the station I held in society, 

and ended her remarks, by passing sundry encomiums on my 

person and accomplishments. 
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" Accomplishments P repeated Theophilus, with a sneer. " I 
know not how he should be accomplished, Mrs. Hepburn. He 
is a poor clerk in my father's office ; and as to his standing in 
society, that is something new to me. He is a natural son of my 
uncle Edward's, whom my father adopted into the family, and 
brought him up out of charity. I was surprised at him, an 
oninFited guest, daring to address his conversation to Miss 
Lee." 

It was well for the dastard, that he was protected by the 
presence of ladies, and beyond the reach of my arm, or I 
certainly should have committed an act of yiolence — ^perhaps 
mnrder. 

I restrained my indignation, howerer, and appeared out- 
WMrdly calm — received some instructions from the counsellor 
and noted them down with stoical precision. My hand did not 
tremble, my passion was too terrible for trifling demonstra- 
tions. I could have put a pistol to his head, and seen him 
bleeding at my feet, without feeling one pang of remorse. 

Miss Lee's carriage was announced. I roused myself from 
a dream of vengeance, and offered my arm to conduct her 
down stairs. She cast upon me a look of sorrowful meaning, 
and her aunt refused my services with a distant bow. 

I drew proudly back. **This," I thought, "is their grati- 
tude. This is like the rest of the world." 

Mrs. Hepburn gave her hand to Theophilus, and with a grin 
of triumph he led them out. 

After the company had separated I went up to Theophilus, 
and demanded an explanation of his ungentlemanly conduct. 
The answer I received was an insolent laugh. 

No longer able to restrain my feelings, I poured upon him 
the boiling rage of my indignation, and did and said many bit- 
ter things, that had been better unsaid. He threatened to com- 
plain of me to his father. I dared him to do his worst — and 
left the room in a state of dreadful excitement. 

6* 
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The next morning, while busy in the office, Mr. Moncton came 
in, and closed the door carefully after him. 

I rose as he entered and stood erect before him. I knew by 
the deadly pallor of his face, that something decisiye was abont 
to take place. 

" Geoffrey," he said, in a low, hoarse voice, which he vainly 
endeavored to make calm, " yon have grossly insulted my son, 
and spoken to him in the most disrespectful terms of me, your 
friend and benefactor. Without you will make a full and satis- 
factory apology to me for such intemperate language, and a^ 
his pardon, you may dread my just displeasure." 

'' Ask his pardon !^' I cried ; almost choking with pas^n — 
** for what ? For his treating me like a menial and a slave I — 
Never, Mr. Moncton, never !" 

My uncle regarded me with the same icy glance which froie 
my blood when a child, while I recapitulated my wrongs, with 
all the eloquence which passion gives. Passion which makes 
even the slow of speech act the part of an orator. 

He listened to me, with a smile of derision. 

Carried beyond the bounds of prudence, I told him, that I 
would no longer be subjected to such degrading tyranny — ihut 
his deceitful conduct had cancelled all ties of obligation between 
us — that the favors lately conferred upon me, I now saw, had 
only been bestowed to effect my ruin — ^that he had be^ actuig 
a base and treacherous game with me to further his own dhhon- 
est views — that I was fully aware of his motives, and appred^ 
ated them as they deserved. That he well knew the story of 
my illegitimacy was a forgery, that I had the means to prove it 
one, and would do it shortly. That the term of my articles 
would expire on the following day, and I would then leave his 
house for ever and seek my own living." 

" You may do so to-day, he replied, in the same cool sar- 
castic tone ; and unlocking his desk he took out the indentures. 

A sudden terror seized me. Something in his lock tiireatened 
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duiger — I drew a quicker breath, and advanced a few paces 
nearer. 

All my hopes were centered in that sheet of parchment, to 
obtain which, I had endured seven years of cruel bondage. 
" No, no," I said, mentally — he cannot be such a villain — ho 
dare not do it I" 

The next moment the fatal scroll lay torn and defaced at my 
foot. 

A cry of despair burst from my lips — I sprang forward and 
with oae blow laid him senseless at my feet and fled from the 
house. 

I saw Robert Moncton but once again. Recollection shud- 
ders when I recall that dreadful meeting. 

I walked rapidly down the street, perfectly unconscious that I 
was without my hat, and that the rain was falling in torrents ; 
or that I was an object of curiosity to the gaping crowds that 
followed me. 

Some one caught my arm. 

I turned angrily round to shake off the intruder — ^it was my 
friend Harrison. 

'*In the name of Heaven, Geoffrey, tell me what has hap- 
pened ! What is the matter — are you in your right senses If 
Have yon quarrelled with your uncle ? Let me return mth 
you to the house," were questions he asked in a breath. 

^*My unde! He is an infernal scoundrel!" I exclaimed^ 
lihrowittg out my clenched hand, and hurrying on still fiaster. 
** Oh, that I could crush him with one blow of this fist !" 

** (Jeoffirey, you are mad — do you know what you say ?" 

" Perfectly well — stand back, and let me kill him 1" 

He put his arm forcibly round me. ** Calm yourself, dear 
Geoffrey. What has caused this dreadful excitement ? Good 
God 1 how you tremble. Lean upon me — ^heavier yet. The 
arm of a sincere friend supports you— one who will never desert 
you, let what will befall." 
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''Leave me, George, to my fate. I have been shamefollj 
treated, and I don*t care a what becomes of me !" 

** If you are nni^ble to take care of yourself, Geoffrey," he 
replied, clasping my hand fervently in his own, and directing 
my steps down a less frequented street, ** it is highly necessary 
that some one should, until your mind is restored to its usual 
tranquillity. Return with me to my lodgings ; take a composing 
draught and go to bed. Your eyes are bloodshot, and starting 
from your head for want of sleep." 

** Sleep 1 how is it possible for me to sleep, when the blood is 
boiling in my veins, and my brain is on fire, and I am tempted 
every moment to commit an act of desperation ?" 

** This feverish state cannot last, my poor friend ; these 
furious bursts of passion must yield to exhaustion. Yoor knees 
bend under you. In a few minutes we shall be beyond public 
observation, and can talk over the matter calmly." 

As he ceased speakiDg, a deadly faintness stole over liie — mj 
head grew giddy, the surrounding objects swam round me in 
endless circles and with surprising rapidity, the heavens vanished 
from my sight, and darkness, blank darkness closed me in, and I 
should have fallen to the earth, but for the strong arm that 
held me in its grasp. 

When I again opened my eyes, it was in the identical apothe- 
cary's shop into which, some months before, I had carried the 
fainting Catherine Lee. My old enemy, the little apothecary, 
was preparing to open a vein in my arm. This operation 
afforded me instant relief ; my fury began to subside, and tears 
slowly trickled down my cheeks. 

George, who' was anxiously watching every change 4n my 
countenance, told the shop-boy to call a coach, which conveyed 
me in a few minutes to his old lodgings in Fleet street. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

OEOROB HARRISOK T£LLS HIS HISTORY. 

Hunr days passed oyer me of which I was totally nncon- 
scions. A violent fever had set in, and I was not aware of my 
situation ; scarcely of the bodily snflferings I endured. My 
wants were ministered to by the kindest, truest friend that 
ever blessed and soothed the miseries of the unfortunate. 

Eaacying myself still under the control of Robert Moncton, 
and a resident beneath his roof, I raved continually of my 
wrongs, and exhausted myself by threats of vengeance. 

Long before the crins of the fever was passed, 0-eorge had 
gatiiered from my impotent ravings the story of my injuries. 

After fluctuating a long time between life and death, youth 
and a naturally strong constitution conquered my malady, and 
I once more thought and felt like a rational creature. 

My indignation against my uncle and cousin subsided into a 
sullen, implacable hatred, to overcome which I tried, and even 
prayed in vain. Ashamed of harboring this sinful passion, I yet 
wanted the moral courage and Christian forbearance, to over- 
come what reason and conscience united to condemn. 

Degraded in my own estimation, I longed, yet dreaded to con- 
fide to the generous Harrison, that the man he loved and 
attended with such devotion, was capable of such base degen- 
eracy — of entertaining sentiments only worthy of Robert Mono- 
ton and bis son. 

The violence of my disorder had reduced me to such a state 
of weakness that I imagined myself at the pobt of death, when 
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I was actoallj oat of danger. Mj neryoos system was so 
greatly affected that I yielded to the most childish fears, aad 
contemplated dying with indescribable horror. 

Harrison, who was anacqnainted with the state of my mind, 
attribated these feelings to the reaction produced by the fever ; 
and thinking that a state of quiescence was necessary for my 
recovery, seldom spoke to me bat at those times when, with 
tenderness almost feminine, he gave me food and medicine, 
arranged my pillows, or made affectionate inquiries aboat my 
bodily state. 

I often pretended to be asleep, while my mind was actively 
employed in conjaring np a host of ghastly phantoms, which 
prevented my recovery, and were effectually undermining my 
reason. 

One afternoon, as I lay in a sort of dreamy state, between 
sleeping and waking, and mournfully brooding over my perishing 
hopes and approaching dissolution, I thought that a mi^tit 
figure clothed in flowing garments of glistening white, came to 
my bedside, and said to me in tones of melodious sweetness, 
"Poor, perishing, sinful child of earth, if you wish to enter 
Heaven, you must first forgive your enemies. The gate of Life 
is kept by Love, who is ready to open to every one who first 
withdraws the bar which Hatred has placed before the narrow 
entrance.'' 

Overwhelmed with fear and astonishment, I started up in the 
bed, exclaiming in tones of agonized entreaty, *^ Oh God, forgive 
me I I cannot do it !" 

" Do what, dearest Geoffrey ?" said George, coming to the 
bedside, and taking my hand in his. 

"Forgive my enemies. Forgive those wretches who have 
brought me to this state, and by their cruel conduct placed both 
life and reason in jeopardy. I cannot do it, though He, the 
merciful — who dying forgave his enemies — commands me to 
do so." 
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" Geoflfrey," said Harrison, tenderiy, " you can neyer recover 
yoar health, or feel happy till yon can accomplish this great 
moral victory over sin and self." 

" I cannot do it," I responded, taming from him, and burying 
my face in the bed-clothes while I hardened my heart against 

conviction. " No — ^not if I go to for refusing. I feel as if 

I were already there." 

"No wonder," returned Harrison, sternly. " Hatred and ita 
concomitant passion^ Revenge, are feelings worthy of the 
dammed. I beseech you, Geoffrey, by the dying prayer of that 
blessed Saviour, whom you profess to believe, try to rise 
superior to these soul-debasing passions ; and not only forgive, 
but learn to pity the authors of your sufferings." 

" I have done my best. I have even prayed to do so." 

"Not in a right spirit, or your prayers would have been 
heard and accepted. What makes you dread death? Speak 
the truth out boldly. Does not this hatred to your uncle and 
cousin stand between you and Heaven ?" 

*' I confess it. But, Harrison, could you forgii^e them ?" 

"Yes." 

" Not under the same provocation V\ 

" I have done so under worse." 

" God in Heaven ! — ^how is that possible ?" 

" It is true." 

" I won't believe it," said I, turning angrily upon the pillow. 
" It is not in human nature — and few can risd above the weak- 
ness of their kind." 

" Listen to me, Geoffrey," said Harrison, seating himself on 
the side of the bed. " You wished very much, at one time, to 
learn from me the story of my past life. I did not think it 
prudent at that time, and while under Robert Moncton's roof, 
to gratify your curiosity. I will do so now, in the hope 
of beguiling you out of your present morbid state of feeling, 
while it may answer the purpose of teaching you a good; moral 
lesson, which I trust you will not easily forget. 
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'' Man's happiness depends in a great measore on the sym- 
pathy of others. His soflferings, by the same mle, are greatly 
alleviated when contrasted with the miseries of his neighbors, 
particularly, if their sorrows happen to exceed his own. 

" Much of my history must remain in the shade, because time 
alone can unravel the mystery by which I am surrounded ; tmd 
many important passages in my life, prudence forces me to 
conceal But, my dear fellow, if my trials and sufferings will in 
any way reconcile you to your lot, and enable you to bear with 
fortitude your own, your friend will not have suffered and sinned 
in vain." 

George adjusted my pillows, and gave me my medicine, stirred 
the fire to a cheerful blaze, and commenced the narrative that 
for so many months I had so ardently longed to hear. 



HARBISON' 

"Perhaps, Geoffrey, you are not aware, that your grand- 
father left Sir Robert Moncton, the father of the present 
Baronet, guardian and trustee to his two sons, until they arrived 
at their majority. Edward at the time of his death, being 
eighteen years of age, Robert a year and a half younger. 

" What tempted Geoffrey Moncton, to leave his sons to the 
guardianship of the aristocratic father, from whom he had 
parted in anger many years before, no one could tell. 

" The Baronet was a very old man, and was much reputed in 
his day ; and it is possible that the dying merchant found by 
experience, that he could place more reliance on the honor of a 
gentleman, thafi in a man of business. Or it might be, that on 
his death-bed, he repented of the long family estrangement, and 
left his sons to the care of their grandfather, as a proof that all 
feelings of animosity were buried in his grave. 

" Sur Robert's eldest sdn had been dead for some years, and 
the present Baronet, who resided with his grandfather, was just 
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two years older than your father, and for several years the 
coosins lived very amicably beneath the same roof — were sent to 
the same college in Oxford to finish their studies and mingle in 
the same society. 

** It was unfortunate for your father, who had too little ballast 
to regulate his own conduct, that he contracted the most ardent 
friendship for the young Alexander, who was a gay, reckless, 
dissipated fellow, regarding his wealth as the source from which 
he derived all his sensual pleasures, and not as a talent com- 
mitted to his stewardship, of which he must one day give an 
account. 

" Sir Alexander's early career, though not worse than that 
of many young men of the same class, was unmarked by any 
real moral worth. His elegant person, good taste, and graceful 
manners, won for him the esteem and'afifection of those around 
him. Frank, courteous, and ever ready to use his influence with 
Sir Robert, in mitigating the distress of his poor tenants, he 
was almost adored by the lower classes, who looked up to him 
as to a God, and by whom, in return, they were treated with a 
degree of familiarity, much beneath his dignity as a gentleman. 

" From this extravagant, kind-hearted, and popular young 
man, Edward Moncton contracted those habits that terminated 
in his ruin. 

" Congeniality of mind strongly attached the cousins to each 
other ; and I am certain that Sir Alexander truly loved the 
frank, confiding, careless Edward Moncton, while he equally 
disliked the cold, calculating, money-getting propensities of his 
brother Robert. Robert possessed a disposition not likely to 
forget or forgive a slight ; and he deeply resented the preference 
shown to his brother ; and his hatred, though carefully con- 
cealed, was actively employed in forming schemes of vengeance. 

" You well know, how Robert Moncton can hate ; the depths 
of guile, and the slow, smooth words, with which he can conceal 
the malignity of his nature, and hide the purposes of his heart. 
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He had a game too to play, from which he hoped to rise up the 
winner ; and to obtain this object he alternately flattered and 
deceired his nnconscions victims. 

" The particulars of your father's quarrel with Sir Alexander 
I never knew ; it took place just before the young men left 
college and became their own masters ; but it was of such a 
nature that they parted in anger, never to meet again. 

** Shortly aft^r this quarrel old Sir Bobert died ; and Alex- 
ander Moncton came in for the estates and title. Your fietther 
and uncle, both being now of age, entered upon the great busi- 
ness of life. Your father resumed the business bequeathed to 
him by his father, and your uncle entered into partnership with 
the firm, of which he now stands the head and sole proprietor. 

'' Several years passed away. The only intercourse between 
the families, was through Sir Alexander and his cousin Robert, 
who, in spite of the young Baronet's aversion, contrived to stick 
to him like a bur, until he fairly wriggled himself into his 
favor. 

"At thirty, Sir Alexander still remained a bachelor, and 
seemed too general an admirer of the sex to resign his liberty 
to any particular belle. 

"About this period of my story one of Sir Alexander's 
game-keepers was shot by a band of poachers, who infested the 
neighborhood. Bichard North, the husband of Dinah, had 
made himself most obnoxious to these lawless depredators, and 
thus fell a victim to his over 25eal. 

" Sir Alexander considered himself bound in honor to pro- 
vide for the widow and her daughter of his faithful servant, 
particularly as the former had been left without any means of 
support. Both mother and daughter were received into his 
service — ^Dinah as housekeeper at the Hall, and her daughter 
Bacbel as upper chamber-maid. 

" Dinah, at that period, was not more than thirty-four years 
of age, and for a person of her class, was well educated and 
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QBoemfflonly handsome. I see joa smile, Geofff^, bat sadi was 
the fact. 

"Rachel, who was just sixteen, was considered a perfect 
model of female beanty, bj i^l the yoang fellows who kept 
Bachelors' Hall with Sir AlexMider. 

. ** The young Baronet fell desperately in love with his fair 
dependent, and the girl and her mother entertained hopes that 
he would make her his wife. 

" Great credit is dne to Sir Alexander, that he never 
attempted to seduce the girl, who was so completely in his 
powOT. Pride, however, hindered him from making her Lady 
Moncton. In order to break the spell that bound hun he gave 
the nether a pretty cottage on the estate, and a few acres of 
land rent free, and went up to London to forget, amid its gay 
BCMieSt the bright eyes that had sorely wounded his peace. 

" Dinah North was not a woman likely to bear with indif- 
ence, the pangs of disappointed ambition. She bitterly 
reproached her daughter for having played her cards so ill, 
aad vowed vengeance on the proud lord of the manor, in curses 
loud and deep. 

^ Kachel's character, though not quite so harshly defined, pos- 
sessed too much of the malignant and vindictive nature of the 
mother. She had loved Sir Alexander with all the ardor of a 
first youthful attachment. His wealth and station were nothing 
to her, it was the man alone she prized. Had he been a 
peasant, she would have loved as warmly and as well. Lost to. 
heit for ever, she overlooked the great pecuniary favors just 
coi^i^rred upon her mother and herself, and only lived to be 
revraged. 

''It was while smarting under their recent disappointment that 
these women were sought out and bribed by Robert Moncton 
to become his agents in a deep-laid conspiracy, which he hoped 
to carry out against Sir Alexander and his family. 

" Robert Moncton was still unmarried, and Dinah took the 
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charge of his eetablishment, being greatly enraged witii her 
beaatifol daughter for making a run-away match with Kotger 
Momington, Sir Alexander's huntsman, who was a handsome 
man, and the finest rider in the county of York. 

"After an absence of five years, Sir Alexander suddenly 
returned to Moncton Park, accompanied by a young and lovely 
bride. During that five years, a great change had taken place 
in the young Baronet, who returned a sincere Christian and an 
altered man. 

** Devotedly attached to the virtuous and beautiful lady whom 
he had wisely chosen for his mate, the whole study of his life 
was to please her, and keep alive the tender affections of the 
noble heart he had secured. 

'* They loved — as few modern couples love ; and Sir Alexan> 
der's friends — and he had many — deeply sympathized in his 
happiness. 

" Two beings alone upon his estate viewed his felicity with 
jealous and malignant eyes — two beings, who, from their lowly 
and dependent situations, you would have thought incapable of 
marring the happiness which excited their envy. Dinah North 
had been reconciled to her daughter, and they occupied the 
huntsman's lodge, a beautiful cottage within the precincts of the 
park. Dinah had secretly vowed vengeance on the man who, 
from principle, had saved her child from the splendid shame the 
avaricious mother coveted. She was among the first to offer 
her services, and those of her daughter, to Lady Moncton, 
The pretty young wife of the huntsman attracted the attention 
of the lady of the Hall, and she employed her constantly about 
her per^n, while in cases of sickness, for she was very fragile, 
Dinah of&ciated as nurse. 

"A year passed away, jmd the lady of the manor and the wife 
of the lowly huntsman were both lookmg forward with anxious 
expectation to the birth of their first-born. 

" At midnight, on the 10th of October, 1804, an heir was 
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given to the proud honse of Moncton ; a weak, delicate, puny 
babe, who nearly cost his mother her life. At the same hour, 
in the humble cottage at the entrance of that rich domain, your 
poor friend, George Harrison (or Philip Mornington, which is 
my real name) was launched upon the stormy ocean of life." 

At this part of Harrison's narrative I fell back upon my 
pillow and groaned heavily. 

George flew to my assistance, raising me in his arms and 
sprinkling my face with water. 

" Are you ill, dear Geoffrey V 

" Not ill, George, but grieved — sick at heart, that you should 
be grandson to that dreadful old hag." 

" We cannot choose our parentage," said George, sorrow- 
fully. " The station in which we are born, constitutes fate in 
this world ; it is the only thing pertaining to man over which 
his will has no control. We can destroy our own lives, but our 
birth is entirely in the hands of Providence. Could I have 
ordered it otherwise, I certainly should have chosen a different 
mother." 

He smiled mournfully, and bidding me to lie down and keep 
quiet, resumed his tale. 

** The delicate state of Lady Moncton's health precluded her 
from nursing her child ; my mother was chosen as substitute, 
and the weakly infant was entrusted to her care. The noble 
mother was delighted with the attention that Rachel bestowed 
upon the child, and loaded her with presents. As to me — I 
was given into Dinah's charge, who felt small remorse in 
depriving me of my natural food, if anything in the shape of 
money was to be gained by the sacrifice. The physicians 
recoomiended change of air for Lady Moncton's health. Sir 
Alexander fixed on Italy as the climate most likely to benefit 
his ailing and beloved wife. 
^^"My mother was offered large sums to accompany them, 
^Hiich she steadfastly declined. Lady Honcton wept and 
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entreated, bat Rachel Mornington was resolute in her refasaL 
* No money/ she said, ' should tempt her to desert her husband 
and child, much as she wished to oblige Lady Moncton.' 

" The infant heir of Moncton was thriying under her care, and 
she seemed to love the baby, if possible^ better than she did her 
own. Sir Alexander and the physician persuaded Lady Mone- 
ton, though she yielded most reluctantly to their wishes, to 
overcome her maternal solicitude, and leave her child with his 
healthy and affectionate nurse. 

" She parted from the infant with many^'tears, bestowing apon* 
him the most passionate caresses, and pathetically urging Rachel 
Mornington not to neglect the important duties she bad 
solemnly promised to perform. 

" Three months had scarcely elapsed before the young heir of 
Moncton was consigned to the family vault ; and Sir Alexander 
and his wife were duly apprised by Robert Moncton, who was 
solicitor for the family, of the melancholy event. 

" That this child did not come fairly by his death I have 
strong reasons for suspecting, from various conversations which 
I overheard when a child, pass between Robert Moncton, 
Dinah North, and my mother. 

" The news of their son^s death, as may well be imagined, was 
received by Sir Alexander and Lady Moncton with the most 
poignant grief; and six years elapsed before she and her 
husband revisited Moncton Park. 

" My mother was just recovering from her confinement with 
a lovely little girl — the Alice, to whom you have often heard 
me allude — when Sir Alexander and Lady Moncton arrived at 
the Hall. They brought with them a delicate and beautiful 
infant of three months old. 

"I can well remember Lady Moncton's first visit to the 
Lodge, to learn from my mo therms own lips the nature of the 
disease which had consigned her son to his early grave. 

" I recollect my mother telling her that the little George went 
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to bed in perfect health, aad died in a fit during the night, 

before medical aid from the town of could be procured. 

She shed some tears while she aaid this, and assured Ladj 
Monctou that the baby's death had occasioned her as much 
grief as if he had been her own. That she would much rather 
that I had died than her dear nurse-child. 

** I remember, as I leant against Dinah North's knees, think- 
log this very hard of my mother, and wondering why she should 
prefer Lady Moncton's son to me. But, from whatever cause 
her aversion sprang, she certainly never had any maternal regard 
for ine. 

''Lady Moncton drew me to her, and with her sweet, fair 
face bathed in tears, told my mother that I was a beautiful boy 
< — that her darling would have been just my age and size, and 
that she could not help envying her her child. She patted my 
curly head, and kissed me repeatedly, and said that I must 
come often to the Hall* and see her, and she would give me 
pretty toys and teach me to read. 

" Ah, how I loved her 1 Her kind, gentle voice was the first 
music I ever heard. How I loved to sit at her feet when she 
came to the cottage, and look up into her pale, calm face ; 
and when she stooped down to kiss me, and her glossy ringlets 
mingled with mine, I would fling my arms about her slender 
neck, and whisper in a voice too low for my stern mother and 
J>inah to hear : — 

*' * I love you a thousand, thousand times better than any- 
thing else in the world. Oh, how I wish I were your own little 
boy.' 

*'Then the bright tears would flow fast down her marble 
cheeks, and she would sigh so deeply, as she returned with 
interest my childish passionate caresses. 

"Ah, Geoffrey, my childish heart spoke the truth — I loved 
that High-born, noble woman better than I have since loved 
aught in this cold, bad world — at least, my aflfection for her was 
of a purer, holier character. 
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" My mother was taken home to the Hall, to act as wet nurse 
to little Margaret ; and I remained at the cottage with my 
harsh, cross grandmother, who beat me without the slightest 
remorse for the most trifling faults, often cursing and wishing 
me dead, in the most malignant manner. 

"My father, whom I seldom saw, for his occupation took 
him often from home, which was rendered too hot for comfort, 
by the temper of his mother-in-law, was invariably kind to me. 
When he came in from the stables he would tell me funny 
stories, and sing me jolly hunting songs ; and* what I liked still 
better, would give me a ride before him on the fine hunters he 
had under his care ; promising that when I was old enough, I 
should take them airing round the park, instead of him. 

" My poor father ! I can see him before me now, with his 
frank, good-natured face, and laughing blue eyes ; his stalwart 
figure, arrayed in his green velvet hunting coat, buckskia 
breeches and top boots ; and the leather cap, round which his 
nut-brown hair clustered in thick curls ; and which he wore so 
jauntily on one side of his head. Roger Mornington was quite 
a dandy in his way, and had belonged to a good old stock ; 
but his father ran away when a boy, and went to sea, and dis- 
graced his aristocratic friends ; and Roger used to say, that he 
had all the gentlemanly propensities, minus the cash. 

" He doated upon me. * His dear little jockey !' as he used 
to call me ; and I always ran out to meet him when he came 
home, with loud shouts of joy. But there came a night, when 
Roger Mornington did not return ; and several days passed 
away, and he was at length found dead in a lonely part of the 
park. The high-spirited horse he rode, had thrown him, and his 
neck was broken by the fall — and the horse not returning to the 
stables, but making off to the. high road, no alarm had been 
excited at the absence of his rider. 

" My mother was sincerely grieved for his death ; he was a 
kind, indulgent husband to her ; and it was the first severe pang 
of sorrow that my young heart had ever known. 
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'' The day after his funeral, I was sitting crying beside the 
fire, holding my untasted breakfast on my knee. 

*^ * Don't take on so, child/ said my mother, wiping the tears 
from her own eyes. 'All the tears in the world won't bring 
back the dead.' 

** * And will dear daddy never come home again V I sobbed. 
'Ah, I hare no one to lore me now, but the dear good lady np 
at the Hall I' 

" * Don't I love yon, Philip V 

" *No I' I repUed, sorrowfully, " you don't love me, and you 
never did.' 

" * How do you know that ?' 

" ' Because you never kiss me, and take me up In'your lap, as 
Lady Moncton does, and look at me with kind eyes, and call Bie 
year dear boy. No, no, when I come for you to love me, you 
posh me away, and cry angrily, *' Get away, you Uttle pest ! 
don't trouble me !' and grandmother is always cursing me, and 
wishing me dead. Do you call thai love ?' 

" I never shall forget the ghastly smile that played around 
her beautiful stern mouth, as she said unconsciously, aloud to 



" ' It is not the child, but the voice of God, that speaks 
throngh him. How can I expect him to love me ?' 

" How I wondered what she meant. For years that myste- 
rioos sentence haunted my dreams. 

'' 1 was soon called to endure a heavier grief. Lady Monc- 
ton's health daily declined. She grew worse — was no longer 
able to go out in the carriage, and the family physician went 
past our house many times during the day, on his way to' the 
Hall. 

" Old Dinah and my mother were constantly absent attend- 
ing upon the sick lady, and L was left in charge of a poor woman 
who came over to the cottage to clean the house, and take cajre 
of little Alice, while my mother was away. 

1 
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" One day my mother came hastily in. She was flashed with 
walking fast, and seemed much agitated. She seized npon me, 
washed my face and hands, and began dressing me in my Simday 
suit. 

*' * A strange whim this, in a dying woman/ she said, to the 
neighbor, 'to have snch a craze for seeing other peopled 
children. Giving all this trouble for nothing.' 

" After a good deal of pushing and shaking she dragged me 
off with her to the Hall, and I was introdneed into the solemn 
state chamber, where my kind and noble friend was calmly 
breathing her last. 

" Ah, Geoffrey, how well I can recall that parting hoar, and 
the deep impression it made on my mind, l^ere, beneath that 
sranptuoos canopy, lay the young, the beautiful — still beantifitl 
in death, with Heaven's own smile lighted upon her pale serea^ 
face. God had set his holy seal upon her brow. The Mercifal, 
who delighteth in mercy, had marked her for his own. 

" Ah, what a fearful contrast to that angelic face was the dark 
fierce countenance of Dinah North, scowling down upon the 
expiring saint, and holding in her arms the sinless babe of that 
sweet mother. 

** Rachel Mornington's proud handsome features wore tbeir 
usual stern expression, but her face was very pale, and bet lipe 
firmly compressed. She held, or rather grasped me by the hand, 
as she led me up to the bed. 

'' * Is that my little Philip V said the dying woman in her usual 
sweet tones. But the voice was so enfeebled by disease as to be 
only just audible." 

^" It is my son, my lady,' replied Rachel, and her voice dightlj 
faltered. 

« < What says my love ?' asked Sir Alexander, raising his head 
from the bed-clothes in which his face had been buried to conceal 
his tears. 

" ' Lift the boy up to me, dearest Alick, that I my kin kin 
once more before I die.' 
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" Sir Alexander lifted me ioto the bed beside her, and raised 
ker op gently with his other arm, so that both she and I were 
encircled in his embrace. M7 young heart beat audibly. I 
heard Lady Moncton whisper to her husband. 

*' ' Alexander, he is your child. Ah, do not deny it now. You 
know, I love yon too well to be jealous of you. Just tell me 
the honest truth V 

" A crimson glow spread over her husband's face, as, in the same 
hurried whisper, he replied, 'Dearest Emilia, the likeness is 
purely accidentaL I pledge to you my solemn word, that he 
18 not my son.' 

The poor lady looked doubtingly in his face. I saw, a bitter 
flcornffd smile pass over the rigid features of my mother ; whilst 
ly fooli^ child, was flattered with the presumption that I might 
possibly be Sir Alexander's son. 

** * Do not cry Philip, my darling boy I' said Lady Moncton, 
holding me close to her breast. ' Sir Alexander will be a father 
to yon for my sake. I am very happy my dear child ; I am going 
to Hearen, where my own sweet baby went before me ; I shall 
meet him there. Be a good boy, and love your mother, and 
your pretty little sister ; and above all, my dear child, love your 
Batrionr, who can lead you through the dark valley of the shadow 
of death, as gently as he is now leading me. Should you live to 
be a naan/ she added faintly, ' remember 1^ hour, and the lady 
who loved and adopted you as her'son.' 

"Then turning slowly towards her husband, she wound her thin 
transparent hands about his neck ; breathed a few words of love 
in his ear, unheard by aught save him and me ; and reclining 
her meek pale face upon his manly breast, expired without a 
struggle. 

" A deep solemn pause succeeded. I was too awestruck to 
ireep. The deep convulsive sobs that burst from the heart of 
the bereaved husband warned intruders to retire. My mother 
led me from the chamber of death, and we took our way in 
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silence across the park ; the solemn toll of the death-bell floated 
through its beautifol glades. 

" * Mother/ I said ; clinging to her dress. 'What is that ?' 

" * The voice of death, Philip. Did you not hear that bell 
toll for your father. It will one day toll for me — for you — ^for 
all.' 

" * How I wish, mother, that that day would soon come.' 

" * Silly boy I Do you wish us all dead V 

" * Not you mother, nor granny. You may both live as long as 
you like. But when it tolls for me, I shall be in Heaven with 
dear Lady Moncton.' 

''Rachel started, stopped suddenly, and fixed upon me a 
mournful gaze — the only glance of tenderness that ever beamed 
upon me from those brilliant, stern eyes. 

" * Poor child — you may have your wish gratified only too 
soon. Did Robert Moncton or Dinah North know of your 
existence, the green sod would not lie long unpiled upon your 
head. You think I do not love you, Philip !' she cried, passion- 
ately — 'I do, I do, my poor child. I have saved your life, 
though you think me so cross and stern.' 

'*She knelt down beside me on the grass, flung her arms 
round me, and pressed me convulsively to her bosom, whilst big 
bright tears fell fast over my wondering countenance. 

" * Mother,' I sobbed, * I do love you sometimes — always, 
when you speak kindly to me, as you do now ; and I love dear 
little Alice — ah, so much ! my heart is full of love — I cannot 
tell you how much.' 

" Rachel redoubled her weeping — ^a step sounded behind as — 
she sprang to her feet, as Dinah North, with the little Margaret 
Moncton in her arms, joined us. 

" * What are you doing there, Rachel V growled forth the 
hard-hearted woman. ' Are you saying your prayers, or admir- 
ing the beauty of your son. Hang the boy I though ho is your 
child, I never can feel the least interest in him I' 
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" ' Is that his fault or yours T said my mother, coldly. 

" ' Ah, mine, of course,' returned Dinah, bitterly. * We are 
not accountable for our likes or dislikes. I hate the boy I' 

" I looked at her with defiance in my eyes, and she answered 
my look with a sharp blow on the cheek. ' Don't look at me, 
young dog, in that insolent way. I have tamed prouder spirits 
than yours, and I'll tame yours yet.' 

" My mother gave her an angry glance, but said nothing, and 
we walked slowly on. At last Dinah turned to her and said : 

" * Rachel, this should be a proud and joyful day to you.' 

" * In what respect, mother V 

" ' Your rival's dead ; you have gained your liberty, and Sir 
Alexander is free to choose another wife. Do you understand 
me now V 

" ' Perfectly ; but that dream is past,' said my mother, 
mournfully. * Sir Alexander loved that dead angel too well, to 
place a woman of my low degree in her place. If he did not 
unite his destiny to mine when I was young and beautiful, and 
be in the romance of life, don't flatter yourself into the belief 
that he will do it now. I know human nature better.' 

" ' You don't know your own power,' said Dinah ; * beauty is 
stronger than rank and fortune, and you are still handsome 
enough to do a deal of mischief among the men, if you only set 
about it in the right way.' 

" ' Peace, mother 1 I need no^^e of your teaching. I learned 
to love Momington, and ceased to love Sir Alexander. Nay, I 
am really sorry for the death of poor Lady Moncton, and should 
despise her husband if he could forget her for one like me.' 

" * Pool ! idiot I' exclaimed Dinah, in a tone of exasperation. 
• You have ever stood in the way of your own fortune. Had 
you not been so over squeamish you might have changed the 
children, and made your own son the heir of the Moncton. 
Had I been at home, this surely would have been done. This 
was all the good I got by leaving you to the guidance of a 
handsome, good-natured fool like Momington.' 
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" ' Mother, speak more respectfally of the dead/ said Rachel. 
* He was good^ at any rate, which we are not. It was my 
intention to have changed the children, bnt God ordered it 
otherwise,' she continued, with a conrnlsive laugh. * However, 
I have had my revenge, bnt it has cost me many a blighting 
thought.' 

" ' I don't understand you,' said Dinah, drawing close up 
before us, and fixing a keen look of inquiry on her daughter. 

" * Nor do I mean that you should,' coldly retorted BacheL 
' My secret is worth keeping. You will know it one day too 
soon.' 

'' We had now reached home, and the presence of the strange 
woman put an end to this mysterious conversation. Though only 
a boy of eight years old, it struck me as so remarkable, that I 
never could forget it ; and now, when years have gone over me, 
I can distinctly recall every word and look that passed between 
those sinful women. Alas, that one should have been so near 
to me. 

" But you are sleepy, Geoffrey. The rest of my mournful his- 
tory will help to wile away the tedium of the long to-morrow." 



CHAPTER XVI. 

GEOROE HARRISON CONTINUES HIS HISTORY. 

"The sorrows of my childhood were great," continued 
George, "but still they were counterbalanced by many joys. 
In spite of the disadvantages under which I labored, my gay, 
elastic spirit surmounted them all. 

" Naturally fearless and fond of adventure, I never shrunk 
from difficulties, but felt a chivalrous pride in endeavoring to 
overcome them. If I could not readily do this at the moment, 
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I liTed <Ni in the hope that the day would arrive when by perse- 
verance and energy, I should ultimately conquer. 

" I haye lived to prove that of which I early felt a proud 
convictioo ; that it is no easy matter for a wicked person, let 
him be ever so clever and cunning, to subdue a strong mind, that 
dares to be true to itself. 

*' Dinah North felt my superiority even as a child, and the 
mortifying consciousness increasedher hatred. She feared the 
lofty spirit of the boy that her tyrannical temper could not 
tame ; who laughed at her threats, and defied her malice, and 
who, when freed from her control, enjoyed the sweets of liberty 
in a tenfold degree. 

" Sir Alexander put me to a school in the neighborhood, 
where I learned the first rudiments of my mother tongue, writ- 
ing, reading, and simple arithmetic. 

" The school closed at half-past four o'clock in the afternoon; 
when I returned to the Lodge, for so the cottage was called in 
which we resided, and which stood just within the park at the head 
of the noble avenue of old oaks and elms that led to the Hall. 

"Two of the loveliest, sweetest children nature ever formed were 
always at the Park gates watching for my coming, when they ran 
to meet me with exclamations of delight, and we wandered forth 
hand in hand to look for wild fruit and flowers among the bosky 
dells and romantic uplands of that enchanting spot. 

"Alice Momington and Margaretta Moncton were nearly 
the same age, bom at least within three months of each other, 
and were six years younger than I. 

"Strikingly different in their complexion, appearance and 
disposition, the two little girls formed a beautiful contrast to 
eadi other. 

" Alice was exquisitely fair, with large, brilliant, blue eyes, 
like my poor mother's, and long silken ringlets of sunny hair which 
curled naturally upon her snow-white shoulders. She was tall 
and stately for her age, and might have been a princess, for the 
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noble dignity of her carriage wonld not have disgraced a 
conrt. 

" She was all life and spirit. The first in erery sport, the 
last to yield to fatigne or satiety. Her passions were warm and 
headstrong ; her temper irritable ; her affections intense and 
constant, and her manners so frank and winning that while con- 
scious that she had a thousand faults, you could but admire and 
love her. 

" A stranger might have thought her capricious, but her 
lore of rariety arose more from the exuberance of her fancy 
than from any love of change. She was a fair and happy child^ 
the idol of her fond brother's heart, till one baneful passion 
marred what God and nature made so beautiful. 

" Margaret Moncton, outwardly, was less gifted than Alice 
Mornington, but she far surpassed her foster-sister in mental 
endowments. Her stature was small, almost diminutive. Her 
features neither regular nor handsome except the dark eyes, the 
beauty of which I think I never saw surpassed. 

" Her complexion was pure but very pale, and her lofty, 
thoughtful brow wore a serious expression from infancy. In 
our wildest revels on the green sward, you seldom heard Mar- 
garet laugh ; but when pleased, she had a most bewitching 
smile, which lighted up her calm countenance till every feature 
beamed with an inexpressible grace. Her face was the mirror 
of purity and truth, and you felt, whilst looking upon it, that it 
was impossible for Margaret to deceive. 

** How could I be unhappy, while I had these two beautiful 
children for my daily companions, and the most charming rural 
scenery at my immediate command ? 

'* Sir Alexander came every day to the Lodge to see his child, 
and always lavished upon me the most flattering marks of his 
favor. 

" His manner to my mother was, at first, shy and reserved. 
This wore off by degrees, and before two years had expired. 
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from the death of his wife, his visits became so constant, and his 
attentions so marked, that Dinah once more began to entertain 
'hopes that her ambitions schemes for her daughter might yet be 
realized. 

'* These hopes were only frustrated by the sudden death of the 
object for whom they were cherished. 

** My mother, for some weeks, had complained of an acute 
pain in her left side, just under her breast, and the medicines 
she procured from the doctor afforded her no relief. 

"She grew nervous and apprehensive of the consequences, 
but as her personal appearance was not at all injured by her 
complainty Dinah ridiculed her fears. 

" * You may laugh as you please, mother,' she said, the very 
day before she died, ' but I feel that this pain will be the death 
of me — and I so unfit to die,' she added, with a deep sigh. 

** * Nonsense 1' returned Dinah, * you will wear your wedding 
clothes a second time, before we put on your shroud.' 

" My mother only answered with another deep-drawn sigh. 
She passed a sleepless night — the doctor was sent for in the 
morning, gave her a composing draught, and told her to make 
her mind easy, for she had nothing to fear. 

"I always slept in the same bed with my mother. That 
night I had a bad cold and could not sleep ; but knowing that 
she was not well, I lay quite still, fearing to disturb her. She 
slept well during the early part of the night. The clock had 
just struck twelve when she rose up in the bed, and called 
Dinah to come to her quickly. Her voice sounded hollow and 
tremulous. 

" 'What alls you, Rachel ?' grumbled the hard woman ; 'dis- 
turbing a body at this hour of the night.' 

" 'Be it night or morning,' said my mother, ' I am dying, and 
this hour will be my last.' 

" ' Then, in the name of God 1 send for the doctor.' 

'"It is too late now. He can do me no good — I 9,m going 

1* 
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fast ; bat there is something on mj miad, mother, which I most 
tell joa before I go. Sit down beside me on the bed, whilst I 
hare strength left to do it, and swear to me, mother, tiiat 
70a will not abase the confidence I am aboat to repose in 
you.' 

*' Dinah nodded assent. 

" * That will not do. I most hare yonr solemn word — ^yoaf 
oath !' 

'' ' What good will that do, Rach^ ? no oath can bind me — 
I believe in no Ood, and fear no devil V 

"This confession was accompanied by a hideoos, cackling 
langh. Rachel groaned alond. 

** ' Oh, mother I there is a God — an avenging God ! Coald 
yon feel what I now feel, and see what I now see, like the 
devils, yon woold believe and tremble. Yoa will know it one 
day, and like me, find oat that repentance comes too late. I 
will, however, tell the plain truth, and your diabolical policy, 
will, doubtless, suggest the use which may be made of such an 
important secret.' 

" There was a long pause, after which some sentences paasei 
between them, in such a low voice, that I could not distinctly 
hear them ; at last I heard my mother say, 

" * You never saw these children, or you would not wonder 
that my heart so clave to that fieur babe. You thought that I 
accepted Robert Moncton's bribe, and put the oth«r <Md out 
of the way.' 

" ' And did you not V cried the eager old woman, breathless 
with curiosity. 

" ' I took the bribe. ' But the chfld died a natural death, and 
I was saved the commission of a frightful crime, which yon and 
your master were constantly writmg to me, to urge me to 
commit. Now, listen, mother.' 

'' What she said was in tones so low, that, though I strafaied 
every nerve to listen, as I should have done, had it been a 
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f^bmt story, or any tale of horriMr, the beating of my own heart 
firofitrated all my endeayors. 

" Rachel's commaDication appeared to astonish her mother. 
Her dark, ^wrinkled brows contracted until not a particle of the 
eyes were visible, and she sat for a long while in deep thonght, 
rocking herself to and fro on the bed, whilst the dying woman 
xfigarded her with expanded eyes and raised hands, locked 
tightly together. At last she spoke. 

" ' Dinah I make no ill nse of my confidence, or there will come 
a day of vengeance for both you and me. What shall we gain 
b/ being tools in the hands of a wicked man like Robert Monc- 
toD. Why should we sell our souls for naught, to do his dirty 
work,' 

" ' Not to serve him will I do anght to injure the child. No, 
BO. Dinah North is not such a fod. If I do it to gratify my 
Own revenge, that's another thing. I have this bad, bold 
Robert in my power. This secret will be a fortune in itself — 
will extort &om his mean, avaricious soul, a portion of his ill- 
gotten wealth. Ha, my child I you did well and wisely, and 
may die in peace, without the stain of blood upon your soul.' 

** Rachel shook her head despondingly. 

" ' There is no peace, saith my God, for the wicked. My 
soul consented to the crime, and whilst the thought was upper- 
most in my heart, the bolt of the Almighty smote me, and my 
resolution wavered ; but, the guilt, at this moment, appears to 
me the same. It is a dreadful thing to die without hope. 
Whore is Alice ?' 

" ' Sleeping. Shall I bring her to you V 

" ' Let her sleep. I feel sleepy, too. Smooth my pillow, 
BWther. Give me a little water. I feel easy now. Perhaps, 
I shall awake in the morning better.' 

" The pillows were arranged — the draught given ; but the 
sleeper never awoke again. 

'' Her mysterious communications, which only came bj halves 
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to my ears, filled mj mind with ragae conjectures, and I caiinoi 
he^ thinking, to this honr, that the yoang heir of Moncton 
came to an untimely death, and she blamed herself so bitteriy 
for not having made me supply his place. 

" Stem as my mother had been daring her life, her death was 
a severe blow to ns all, especially to Alice and me ; as it 
removed from oar hamble home an object most dear to as both, 
the little lady of the manor, to whom we had ever given the 
endearing name of sister. 

'•' After Margaret left as, how dull did all oar pastimes a^^ar. 
Alice and I wandered sadly and silently among oar old haunts; 
the song of the birds cheered as no longer ; the flowers seemed 
less &ir ; the murmur of the willow-crowned brook less musical ; 
the presiding genius of the place had vanished ; we felt that 
we were alone. 

" I had now reached my fourteenth year, and Sir Alexander, 
true to the promise made to his wife, sent me to an excellent 
school in the city of York. Here I made such good use of my 
time, that before three years had elapsed I was second boy in 
the head class, and had won the respect of the master and ash* 
ers. My munificent patron was greatly pleased with the pro- 
gress I had made, and hinted at sending me to college, if I con- 
tinued to deserve his good opinion. 

" Ah, Geofl'rey I those were halcyon days, when I returned 
to spend the vacations at the Lodge, and found myself ever a 
welcome visitor at the Hall. 

" With a proud heart I recounted to Sir Alexander, all my 
boyish triumphs at school, and the good baronet listened to my 
enthusiastic details with the most intense interest, and fought 
all his juvenile battles over again, with boyish ardor, to the 
infinite delight of our admiring audience, Margaret and Alice. 
The latter spent most of her time with Miss Moncton, who was 
so much attached to her foster-sister, and shed so many tears 
at parting from her, that Sir Alexander yielded to her earnest 
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request for Alice to remain with her, and the joang heiress and 
the huntsman's blooming daughter were seldom apart. Miss 
Moncton's goyerness, an amiable and highly accomplished 
woman, took as much pains in teaching Alice as she did in 
saperintending the education of her high-born pupil. The beau- 
tiful girl acquired her tasks so rapidly, and with such an intense 
desire for improvement, that Sir Alexander declared, that she 
beat his Madge hollow. 

** Dinah North exulted in the growing charms of her grand- 
daughter. If the old woman regarded anything on earth with 
affection, it was the tall, fair girl so unlike herself. And 
Alice, too — I have often wondered how it were possible — Alice 
loTed with the most ardent affection, that forbidding-looking, 
odious creature. 

" To me, since the death of my mother, she had been civil but 
reserved — ^never addressing me without occasion required — and 
I neither sought nor cared for her regard. 

" It was on the return of one of those holidays, when I 
returned home full of eager anticipations of happiness, of joyous 
days spent at the park in company with Margaret and Alice, 
ibat I first beheld that artful villain, Robert Moncton. 

"It was a lovely July evening. The York coach set me 
down at the Park gates, and I entered the pretty cottage with 
my scanty luggage on my back, and found the lawyer engaged 
in earnest conversation with my grandmother. 

" Struck with the appearance of the man, which at first sight 
is very remarkable, I paused for some minutes on the threshold, 
unobserved by the parties. Like you, Geoffrey, I shall never 
forget the impression his countenance made upon me. The 
features so handsome, the coloring so fine, the person that of a 
finished gentleman ; and yet, all this pleasing combination of 
fcMrm and face marred by that cold, cruel, merciless eye. Its 
expression so dead, so joyless, sent a chill through my whole 
frame, and I shrank from encountering its icy gaze, and was 
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abo&t quietly to retire by a back door, when mj atteDtiou vas 
arrested by the following brief couyersation. 

" ' I should like to see the lad.' 

" ' We expect him home from school by the coach to-night.' 

"'What age is he?' 

" 'Just sixteen.' 

" ' What does Sir Alexander mean to do for him ?' 

" 'Send him to college, I belieye. He is very fond of him.' 

" ' Humph I — and then to London to make a lawyer of him. 
liCaTe him to me, Dinah, I will make a solicitor of him ia 
earnest. I have taught many a bold heart and reckless hand to 
solicit the charity of others.' 

" ' Devil doubt you I' rejoined the fiend with a hollow, cack- 
ling laugh. * But you may find the boy one too many for you, 
with all your cunning. He'll not start at shadows, nor stumble 
over straws. I haye tamed many a proud spirit in my day — 
but this boy defies my power. I fear and hate him, but I cannot 
crush him. But hush I — here he is.' 

" I bustled forward and flung my portmanteau heayOy to the 
ground. 'How are you, grandmother? How's Alice? All 
well, I hope ?' 

" *Do you see the gentleman, Philip ?' 

" ' Gentleman 1 I beg his pardon. A fine evening, sir ; 
bat very hot and dusty travelling by the coach. I have not 
tasted anything since breakfast, grandmother ; and I am tired 
and hungry.' 

" ' Yours is the hungry age,' said the lawyer, staring me full 
in the £ace, as if he w^£ taking a proof impression for legal 
purposes. His cold, searching look brought the blood to my 
cheeks, and I returned the impertinent scrutiny with a glance 
of defiance. 

** He rose ; nodded meaningly to Dinah, bowed slightly to 
me, and left the cottage. 

" The next minute Alice was in my arms* 
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^'Brother I dear, darling brother I welcome, welcome a 
thousand times.' 

"Oh, what a contrast to the dark, joyless countenance of 
Pinah North, was the cherub face of Alice — ^laughing in the 
irresistible glee of her young heart. I forgot my long, tiresome 
journey, dust, heat, and hunger, as I pulled her on my knee, 
and covered her rosy cheeks with kisses. 

" * What news since I left, Alice V 

" ' Sad news, Philip. Dear Madge is in London on a visit to 
her aunt; and there is a dull, cross boy staying at the Hall, with 
a very hard name — ^Theophilus Moncton — ^Margaret's cousin. 
But he is nothing like her, though he calls her his little wife. 
But Madge says that she will never have him, though his father 
is very rich.' 

^' ' I am sure you will hate him, Philip, for he calls us beggar's 
brats, and wonders that Sir Alexander suffers his daughter to 
play with us. I told him that he was very rude ; and that he 
had better not affiront you, for you would soon teach him better 
manners. But he only sneered at me, and said, " My father's a 
genllenum. He never suffers me to associate with people 
beneath us. Tour brother had better keep out of my way, or I 
will order my groom to horsewhip him." I felt very angry and 
began to cry, and Sir Alexander came in and reproved the boy, 
and told me I had better return to grandmama until Mr. Monc- 
ton and his son had left the Hall.' 

"While little Alice, ran on thus to me, I felt stung to 
the quick ; and all the pride of my nature warring within. For 
the first time in my life, I became painfully conscious of the 
difference of rank that existed between me and my benefactor ; 
I was restless and unhappy, and determined not to go near the 
Hall, until Sir Alexander bade me to do so himself. 

" But days passed, and I saw nothing of the good Baronet, 
and Alice and I were obliged to content ourselves by roaming 
through alt the old, bebved haunts, and talking of Margaret. 
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We were returning one evening through the fine ayenne ci oaks^ 
that led to the front entrance of the demesne, when a pony 
mshed past ns at full gallop. A boyish impnlse, tempted me 
to give a load halloo, in order to set the beautifnl animal off at 
its wildest speed. In a few minutes we met a lad of mj own 
age, booted and spurred, with a whip in his hand, running in the 
same direction the pony had taken. He was in a towmng 
passion, and coming up to us, he cried out, with a menacing 
air — 

" * You impudent rascal 1 how dared you to shout in that 
way, to frighten my horse, when you saw me endeayoring to 
catch him V 

"-'I saw no such thing,' I replied, drily. *I admired the 
pony, and shouted to see how much faster he could run.' 

" * You deserve a good thrashing,' quoth he. * Go and catch 
the horse for me, or I will complain to Sir Alexander of your 
conduct.' 

" Sir Alexander is not my master, neither are you. I shall 
do no such thing.' 

" * Do it instantly I' stamping with his foot. 

" * Do it yourself. You look quite as fit for a groom as I do.' 

" I tried to pass him, but he stepped into the centre of the 
path, and hindered me. To avoid a collision was now 
impossible. 

" * You insolent young blackguard 1' he cried, * do you 
know that you are speaking to a gentleman V 

*' * Indeed P I said," with a provoking smile. ' I ought to 
thank you for the information, for I never should have suspected 
the fact.' 

" With a yell of rage, he struck me in the fSace with the butt 
end of his whip. I sprang upon him with the strength of a 
tiger, and seizing his puny form in my arms, I dashed him 
beneath my feet, and after bestowing upon him sundry hearty 
kicks, rejoined the terrified Alice, and left Mr. Theophilus 
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MQiict<»D, to gather up his fallen digoitj, and make the best of 
his w^ay home to the HalL 

"This frolic cost me far more than. I expected. The next 
morning, Sir Alexander rode over to the Lodge, and severely 
r^Nrimanded me for my coudact ; and ended his lectare, by 
affirming in positive terms, that if I did not beg His yonng 
relative's pardon, he would withdraw his favor from me for ever. 

'* This, I proudly refused to do — and the Baronet as proudly 
told me, * To see his face no more I' 

** I looked sorrowfully up as he said this. The tears were in 
my eyes, for I loved him very much — but my heart was too full 
to speak. 

" He leant down from his horse, expecting my answer — I was 
silent — the color mounted to his cheeks — ^he waited a few 
minntes longer — I made no sign, and he struck the spurs into his 
horse, and rode quickly away. 

" * There goes my only friend 1' I cried. * Curse the mean 
wretch; who robbed me of my friend 1 I only regret I did not 
kUl him 1' 

" Thus, for one boyish act of indiscretion I was flung friend- 
less upon the world. Yet, Geoffrey, were the thing to do again, 
I feel, that I could not, and would not, act otherwise. 

" Time has convinced me that Robert Moncton, acting with 
his usual policy, had made Sir Alexander ashamed of his con- 
nection with us, and he gladly availed himself of the first 
plausible excuse to cast me off. Alice deeply lamented my 
disgrace ; but the whole affair afforded mirth to my grandmother, 
who seemed greatly to enjoy my unfortunate triumph over the 
boy with the hard name. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

HARBISON FINDS ▲ TRIBNO IN NEED. 

" During my residence at school in York, my master was often 
visited by a wealthy merchant who bore the same name with 
myself. This man was an old bachelor, very eccentric, but uni- 
versally esteemed as one of the most benevolent of men. He 
was present at one of the school examinations in which I took 
many prizes, and asking my name he found out that he was 
related to my father, and bestowed upon me many marks of 
favor, such as presenting me with useful books, and often asking 
me over to his house to dine, or spend the evening. 

" Flattered by his attentions to me, I had lost no opportunity 
of increasing our friendship, and I determined to apply to him 
in my present distress. 

" I was a perfect novice in the art of letter-writing, never having 
penned an epistle m my life, and after making several attempts 
with which I was perfectly ^sgusted, I determined to walk over 
to the city and make my application in person to Mr. Mornings 
ton. 

'* Without communicating my intentions to Alice, I carefully 
tied up a change of linen in a silk handkerchief, and with the 
mighty sum of five shillings in my pocket, commenced my pedes- 
trian journey of thirty odd miles. 

" I started in the morning by day-break, and without meeting 
with any particular adventures on the road, I arrived at six 
o'clock in the evening, foot-sore and weary at the rich man's 
door. When there, my heart, which had been as stout as a 
lion's on the road, fiiiled me, and I sat down upon the broad 
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stone steps that led ap to the house, horribly aepressed and 
uncertain what conrse to take. 

" This I knew, would not do — the night was coming on, and the 
rain which had threatened all day now began to fall &st. JM!ak« 
ing a desperate effort, I sprang up the steps, and gave a gentle 
knock — so gentle, that it was unheard ; and unable to summon 
sufficient courage to repeat the experiment, I resumed my seat 
until some more fortunate applicant should seek admittance. 

"Not many minutes elapsed, before the quick loud rap of the 
postman brought Mrs. Jolly, the housekeeper, to the door ; and 
edging close to him of the red jacket, I asked in a tremulous 
Toice— * If Mr. Momington was at home ?' 

" ' Why, dearee me, master Philip, is that you 7' said the kind 
woman, elevating her spectacles — ' who would have thought of 
seeing you t'night ?" 

" * Who indeed. But, my dear Mrs. Jolly, is Mr. Momington 
disengaged, and can I see him 7' 

" ' He is t'home, and you can speak to him, but not just now. 
He's to his dinner, and doan't like to be disturbed. But come 
this way, an 111 tell him you are here.' 

" * Who's that you are speaking to, Mrs. Jolly 7' cried my 
worthy old friend as we passed the dining-room door, through 
which the footmen were carrying an excellent dinner to table. 

" ' Only Mr. PhUip, sir.' 

" ' Mr. Philip 1' and the next moment, the old man came out 
and grasped me warmly by the hand. ' Why lad, what brings 
you back to school so soon — tired of play already, hey 7' 

" * No sir. I fear play will soon tire of me. I am to go to 
school no more.' 

" ' Sorry to hear that, Phil. Just the time when instruction 
would be of the most seryice to you ; you would learn more in 
the ensuing year, than in all that have gone before it. Leave 
school — ^no, no, I must see you the head boy in it yet.' 

" ' It was my ambition, .sir. But yon know I am only a poor 
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orphan lad, entirelj dependrat on the bounty of Sir Ak»ZMidof 
Moncton. I have ofifended this gentleman, and he will do ne 
more for me ; and I walked from the Park to-day to ask yoar 
advice as to what course I had better pnrsae, and in what w^f 
I am most likely to earn my own living.' 

** The old gentleman looked grave. 

" ' Offended Sir Alexander ? You most have acted very ixor 
prudently to do that, and he so kind to you. Walked all the 
way from Moncton. Bless the boy, how tired and hungry you 
must be. Sit down, young Philip Mornington, and get your 
dinner with old Philip Mornington ; and we will talk over these 
matters by and bye.' 

" Gladly I accepted the dear old gentleman's heurty invitation. 
I had not tasted food since early dawn, and was so oatn^^eoo^/ 
hungry and eat with such a right good wUl, that he often w^c^ 
ped and laughed heartily at my voracity. 

"'Well done, Philip 1 Don't be ashamed — ^hold ia your 
plate for another slice of beef. Thirty miles of hard walking at 
this season of the year, may well give a boy of sixteen, strong 
and healthy like you, a good appetite.' 

"After the cloth was drawn, and the old gentleman had 
refreshed me with a couple of glasses of excellent wine, obedient 
to his request, I related to him my adventure with Theophilus 
Moncton in the park, and its unfortunate resdt. 

" Instead of blaming me, the whole i^air seemed grei^ly to 
amuse the hearty old man. He fell back in his chair, and 
chuckled and laughed until he declared that his sides ached. 

" ' And was it for punishing that arrogant puppy as he 
deserved, that Sir Alexander cast you, my fine fellow, from his 
favor ?' 

" ' He might have foi^ven that. It was for refusii^ bo pon- 
tively his commands, in not asking young Moncton's pardon.' 

" * If you had obeyed him in this instance, Philip, you would 
have forfeited my good opinion for ever, and would have 
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deterred to have been kicked by Sir Alexander's lackeys for 
your meanness. Don't look so cast down, boy. I honor yon 
for yoar self-respect and independence. You have other friends 
besides Sir Alexander Moncton, who will not forsake yon for 
taking yonr own part like a man. Yon shidl go to school yet 
— ay, and become the head scholar in Dr. Trimmer's head class, 
«id finish ypnr edncataon at Oxford, or my name is not Philip 
Momington.' 

** How well did this excellent, warm-hearted, generons man 
perform his promise — ^how ill I profited by the education he 
gaTe me, and the wealth he bequeathed to me at his death, the 
sabseqaent portion of my history will reyeal. 

** I went to schoo^ at the end ol the yacation, but as a day- 
boarder ; Mr. Momington haying told me to consider his honse 
as my fntare home. 

" A boy that came from onr village to Dr. Trimmer's school, 
lold me that Sir Alexander's passion soon cooled, and he rode 
oyer to the Lodge a week after I left, to inquire after his old 
pet, and was surprised and exasperated to find the bird flown, 
and taken by the hand by a man for whom he had a great per- 
sonal antipathy ; who had ever opposed him in politics, and had 
twice carried an election against him. 

"There was enough of revenge in my composition to feel 
glad that Sir Alexander was annoyed at my good-fortune. 

" The next year saw me at college, with a handsome allow- 
ance from my generous patron, to enable me to establish my 
claims as a gentleman. I will pass over the three years I spent 
at this splendid abode of science, where learning and vice walk 
band in hand. 

" The gratitude I felt for all Mr. Momington had done for 
me, for a Tong time restrained me from indulging in the wild 
excesses which disgraced the conduct of most of the young men 
with whom I associated. This reluctance, however, to do and 
countenance evil, gradually wore off, and I became as wild and 
dissipated as the rest. 
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*' I formed maiij agreeaUe acqaaintanoes at college, b«t one 
only who reallj deserved the name of a friend. Kind, gentle and 
Btodions, Oomelins Lanrie (for so I shall call him) mhigled 
Tery little mih his fellow students ; his health being delicate, he 
spent most of his leisure hoars in walking, an ezereise of which 
he was particnlarlj fond, and in which I generally participated.^ 

" His mild, intelligent oonntenanoe first won my reg^ard. I 
sought his acquaintance, found him easy of access, friendly and 
communicatiye, and always anxious to oblige every one as far 
as lay in his power. Commanding an excellent income, he was 
always ready to assist the improvident who had expended theira^ 
and with such a disposition, you may be certain, that the caUs 
upon his purse were by no means few. He formed a stroi^ 
attachment to me, and we usually ^nt most of our tkne 
together. 

** Cornelius invited me to pass the Christmas vacation with 
him in town. When at home he resided with his aunt, a widow 
lady who had brought up his only sister, who had been left an 
orphan at a very early age. Charlotte Laurie was several years 
younger than her brother ; and in speaking of her, he had 
always told me that she was a very pretty girl, I was not pre- 
pared to behold the beautiful and fascinating creature to whom 
I was introduced. 

''Charlotte Laurie was a child of nature, without display or 
affectation ; conscious of her great personal attractions only so 
far as to render her more agreeable — for what beautiful woman 
was ever ignorant of her charms ? My pretty Lotty knew per- 
fectly the power they gave her over the restless and inconstant 
heart of man, bat she did not abuse it. 

** My passions, Geoffrey, by nature, are as warm and impetu- 
ous as your own, and they soon betrayed me into love ; and I 
thought that the fair girl to whom I had lost my heart was not 
insensible to the passion she had inspired. But when I recalled 
my obscure parentage, of which Cornelias was perfectly 
ignorant ; and the uncertainty of my future prospects, I felt 
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^at it would be dishonorable in me to adyanoe my salt to the 
yomig lady. 

" To remain in the house and keep silent upon a snbjeet so 
itiiportant to my peace, I found would be impossible ; and I 
feigned a letter from Mr. Mornington, whom I called my uncle, 
reqairing my immediate presence in York. 

^' My departure caused great regret to the family. Cornelius 

remonstrated ; Mrs. H questioned the necessity of my 

joamey ; Charlotte said nothing, but left the room in tears. 
Strongly tempted as I was to stay, I remained firm to my 
original purpose, and bade adieu to my amiable friends, without 
breathing a word even to Cornelius of my attachment for his 
ftster. 

** On my way to York I called at my old home, and was 
received with the most lively demonstrations of joy by Alice, 
whom I found a blooming girl of fifteen. 

^ Old Dinah told me, as she scowled at my handsome dress 
and improved appearance, * That she supposed I was now too 
fine a gentleman to call her grandmother, or Alice sister V 

**I assured her that my improved circumstances had not 
changed my heart, nor made me ashamed of my old friends. 

" Something, I fear, in my looks, contradicted my words, for 
she turned from me with a scornful smile. 

" ' The world,' she said, * was a good school for teaching 
people the art of falsehood.' 

"Her sarcasms made me very uncomfortable — for my con- 
science convicted me of their truth — and turning to Alice I 
begged her to tell me the news, for I was certain a great deal 
must have happened in the neighborhood during the four years 
I had been absent. 

" * No,' said Alice ; * we go on much^s usual. Sir Alexan- 
der and Margaret are very kind to me, and I go every day up 
to the Hall. But she is Miss Moncton now — and I am plain 
Alice Momington. Mr. Theophilus is often there; and he is so 
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mack improyed, Philip, yon would never know him. He is no 
longer prond and disagreeable, but so affable and kind, and 
always sees me safe home to the Lodge. People say that he is 
to marry Miss Moncton ; but I don't believe a word of it. He 
does not love her I am certain — ^for he told me so a few days 
ago ; and that he thought me a thousand times handsomer than 
his cousin 1' 

" While Alice run on thus, I kept my eyes fixed upon her 
beautiful face ; and &om the heightening of her color when 
peaking of Theophilus, I was convinced, that young as she 
was, she was not insensible to his flattery. Anxious to warn 
her of her danger, I drew her arm through mine, and we strolled 
together into the park. 

" * Dear Alice,' I said^ affectionately ; ' do you love your 
brother as well as you used to do in years long past 7' 

** * Philip, do you doubt my love V she answered, reproach- 
fully. 

" ' Not in the least, Alice. I know your heart to be warm and 
true ; but years make great changes. Four years have fled 
away since we met, and you are nearly grown into a woman. 
Perhaps you will be angry with me if I venture to give you a 
little brotherly advice.' 

" * Not without you scold me too much.' * 

" * My lecture, Alice, I will confine to a few words. Do not 
listen, dear child, to the flattering speeches of Theophilus Mono- 
tom. He means you no good.' 

" * How can you know that V she said, quickly. 

" * From the general character which the man bears. From 
my own experience of him when a boy. Avoid his company ; he 
means to deceive you.' 

" ' Philip, you wrong him, indeed, you do I' she cried, with 
flashing eyes. ' He never talks to me of love, he only seeks to 
be my friend. I am too young to think of love. I don't know 
what being in love is — but I do feel very grateful to one so 
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moch richer and better than me, and who is heir to aH these 
beaatifnl groves, and that fine old Hall, taking such an 
interest in my welfare — ^particularly/ she added, with great 
emphasis on her words, ^ after he received snch unworthy treat- 
ment from a brother of mine.' 

** * Yon sorely do not mean what you say, Alice V 

** ' I never say what I do not mean ; and if yon come back to 
lis, Philip, only to quarrel with us, you had better have stayed 
away.' 

" Por a few minutes I felt terribly annoyed ; but when I 
recollected that these words fell from the lips of a spoilt child, 
I restrained my anger, in the hope of saving her from the ruin I 
feared might be impending over her. 

** * Alice, you are a simple, little girl ; as such I forgive you* 
Yon are not aware of the danger to which you are exposed. 
Young people are so ignorant of the treachery of the world, and 
80 confident in their own strength to resist temptation, that they 
easily fall into the snares laid for them by wicked and designing 
men. If yon persist in receiving the attentions of this roan, who 
would consider it the utmost degradation to make you his wife, 
'T\ as your briother and natural protects, will consider it my duty 
to remove you from this place.' 

** ' I will not go !' she cried ; stopping suddenly and looking 
me in the face with an air of defiance. * You are not your own 
master yet, much less mine. I shall remain here with my dear, 
old grandmother, as long as she lives. And let me tell yon, 
Mr. Philip, I am as competent to manage my own afl&drs as you 
are!' 

'' Could this be AUce 7 

"I looked at her, and looked again. The beauty of her 
oonntenance seemed changed. I turned from her with a deep 
sigh. 

" ' Oh, Alice, sister Alice I I tremble for you ; so young and 
io vindictive. This is not my Alice, the happy, confiding Alice, 
who once loved me so tenderly.' 
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"'I did love you, Philip, yery much,' she replied, in. a 
softened voice ; * bat how was my love returned ? You quar- 
relled with the only friend we had in the world. One, too, who 
had done so much for us. To whose bounty we were indebted 
for a home and daily bread ; for the clothes we wore, for the 
instruction we received — who treated us in every respect more 
like his own children, than the poor recipients of his noble gene- 
rosity. You forgot all this. You insolently refused to apologize 
to his young relative, the heir of his title and wealth, for having 
grossly insulted him, and left your home and his protection 
without bidding this dear sister, for whose well-doing you are so 
deeply concerned, and who shared in your disgrace, one short 
farewell.' 

«'AUce, Alice 1' 

" ' Hush, sir ; hear me to the end, if you please. You acted 
more ungratefully still, when you sought employment from one 
of Sir Alexander's bitterest enemies ; and never wrote a single 
line either to your injured patron or to us. Was this love T 
Young as I am, Philip Mornington, I could not have been 
guilty of such baseness. I despise your conduct — and advice 
comes very ill from a person who could be guilty of such.' 

" She turned haughtily away — and I, Geoffrey, I stood over- 
whelmed with confusion and remorse. I had never seen my 
conduct in this light before. I had all along imagined myself 
the injured party, and looked upon Sir Alexander as an unrea- 
sonable persecutor. But I felt at that moment, as I stood 
humbled l^efore that proud girl, that I had not acted right — 
that some concession was due on my part to the man from whom 
I had received so many benefits ; and but for very shame I 
would have sought his presence, acknowledged my error, and 
entreated his pardon. 

" Oh, why does this stubborn pride so often stand between us 
and our best intentions. I let the moment p%ss, and niy heart 
remained true to its stern deterpiinatipii^ not t'O y(eld one inch 
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of what I falsely termed independence. My reverie was dis- 
pelled by Alice. She took my hand kindly. 

" * You look grave, Philip. I have put these serious thoughts 
Into your head, and you feel sorry for the past. My anger is 
all gone. I forgive you from my very heart. So give me a kiss, 
and let us be friends. But no lectures if you please for the 
future. I will not stand a scolding — ^not even from you. You 
need not fear that I shall disgrace you — I am too proud to 
place myself in the power of any one. I like, yes, I love Theou 
philos Moncton, but he will never make a fool of me, or any one 
else. But — ^hush — here is Miss Moncton.' 

" The blood crimsoned my face as a sudden turning in the wood- 
land path, brought me within a few paces of one who at that 
moment I would gladly have shunned. To retreat was impos- 
sible. I raised my hat, and with her usual frankness, Margaret 
held out her hand. 

, " I pressed it respectfully between my own without venturing 
to raise my eyes to her face. She perceived my confusion, and 
doubtless defined the cause. 

*' * You have been a sad truant, Philip. But you are welcome 
home. I, for one, rejoice to see my dear foster brother again.' 

•"Is that possible V I stammered out — * Dear Miss Monc- 
ton, I am only too happy to be allowed to plead for myself — I 
feel that I have sinned against my good and generous bene« 
^tor ; that this kindness on your part, is wholly undeserved. 
What shall I do to regain your good opinion.' 

" ' Say nothing at all about it, Geoffrey. It was a boyish 
fault, and my father has often repented that he treated it so 
seriooBly. For my own part, I do not blame you for thrashing 
Theophilus ; had I been provoked in the same manner, and a lad 
of your age, I would have done it myself. My quarrel with 
you, Is for leaving the Park, and deserting us all, before a recon- 
ciliation could take place. You knew that my father's anger 
was like dew upon the grass, evaporated by the first sunbeam, 
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and that we loved you dearly — so that your conduct appears 
inexcusable aod heartless.' 

"'Oh, do not say that, Miss Moncton. What I did was 
perfectly impulsiye, without thought or premeditation. I could 
not imagine that I was in the wrong, and Sur Alexander's con- 
duct appeared to me cruel and unjust.' 

<< ' Gome yith me to the Hall, Mr. Mornington, and I will plead 
your case to this cruel tyrant. My eloquence, with papa, is 
quite irresistible— and he, poor dear, is more ready to forgive, 
than you are to ask forgiveness.' 

" This was said, with one of her bewitching smiles, that lighted 
up like a passing sunbeam her calm, pale face. 

" * You are too good. Miss Moncton. I would gladly avail 
myself of your invitation, but I must proceed on my journey to 
York immediately. I hope, however, soon to visit Moncton 
again ; when I will, with Sir Alexander's permission, explain 
my conduct, and ask his pardon.' 

** * I hate procrastination in these matters, which pertain to 
the heart and conscience,' said Margaret. ' My motto, when 
prompted by either, to perform an act of duty, is — tiow ; when 
we seek forgiveness from God, or from a friend, we should never 
defer it to the future, for the opportunity once neglected, may 
never again be ours.' 

** This was said with some severity. A sort of mental coward- 
ice kept me back and hindered me effectually from profiting by 
her advice. Just then, I felt it was out of my power to meet 
Sir Alexander. I had not courage to enter his presence in my 
present mood. 

" ' Alice," said Margaret, turning from me with a disappointed 
air, ' what has kept you so long away from the Hall V 

" ' I grow too proud to visit my rich friends,' returned Alice, 
in a tone between sarcasm and raillery. 

** * There is only one species of pride, that I tolerate,' said 
Margaret, calmly — *the pride of worth. That pride which 
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enables a good man to straggle snccessfallj against the arro- 
gance of the world.' 

'' I turned to the speaker with admiration. Had she been bora 
a peasant, Margaret Moncton would have possessed the dignity 
of a lady, and the little lecture she thought fit to bestow upon 
mj beautiful wayward sister, was dictated by the same noble 
spirit 

" * We should never be proud, Alice, of the gifts of nature, or 
fortune, which depend upon no merit of our own. Beauty and 
wealth have their due influence in the world, where their yalue 
is greatly overrated ; but they add little in reality to the pos- 
sessor. Deprived of both, persons of little moral worth, would 
relapse into their original insignificance ; while those, who 
improve the talents entrusted to their care by Providence, pos- 
sess qualities which defy the power of change. Such persons 
can alone afford to be proud, yet, these, of all others, make the 
least display and think most humbly of themselves.' 

This was said playfully, but Alice did not at all relish the 
reproof ; which, though, disregarded by her, made a deep impres- 
sion upon me. 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

THE MEETING. 

" The next morning I arrived in York, and hastened to the 
house of Mr. Mornington. I found the dear old gentleman ill 
in bed, but in his usual excellent spirits. 

"On expressing my concern for his illness, he laughed at my 
long face ; told me it was a trifle, and he should soon be well 
again. Alas, he was not a true prophet 1 In a few weeks I 
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followed my worthy friend to his grare ; and found myself at 
the age of one and twenty, my own master, and sole heir to hia 
large property. 

'* The joy felt at this unexpected good fortune was more than 
counterbalanced by the loss of the generous doncnr. Gladly 
would I have resigned the wealth he so nobly bequeathed me, 
if by so doing I could have recalled the dear old man to life. 
I was detained for several months in York, settling my affairs. 
I lost no time, however, in acquainting Cornelius, by letter, <rf 
my good fortune. I took this opportunity of mentioning my 
attachment to his sister, and urged him, if he valued my happir 
ness, to plead with her in my behalf. His answer, though kind, 
was far from satisfactory to a young and ardent lover. 

''He informed me that Charlotte was not insensible to my 
passion ; and that he knew that she entertained for me a sincere 
esteem ; but it was entirely out of her power to accept any 
offer of marriage without the consent of her guardian ; or she 
would lose the property bequeathed to her by her father ; who 
had left this stringent clause in his will. 

" For himself, he continued, nothing would give him greater 
pleasure, than to see his beloved sister united to a man whom 
he loved, and whom he considered worthy of her regard; 
particularly, as he found his own health daily declining, and was 
about to take a journey to the south of France, in the hope of 
deriving some benefit from change of climate and scene. 

" He urged me to return immediately to London ; to plead 
my own cause with Charlotte, and to spend a few days with 
him, before he left England ; as he felt, that it was more than 
probable, that we might never meet again. 

'* The last mournful sentence decided me, and the next laorii- 
ing found me on the road to London ; and I determined to take 
Moncton Park in my route, and seek a reconciliation with ^ 
Alexander. After what had passed between me and Miss Mono* 
ton, I flattered myself that this would be an easy matter. 
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" I was no longer a poor orphan boy, dependent upon his 
bounty ; but a well-educated, wealthy man, whose fortune was 
equal, if not greater than his own. There was no favor I 
could ask, or that he could bestow, beyond the renewal of that 
friendship which formed the delight of my boyhood, and of 
which I had been so suddenly deprived. 

'' As I rode up the noble avenue of oaks that led to the Hall, 
I felt so confident of snccess, so vain of my altered fortunes, so 
proud of the noble horse I rode, that my spirits grew buoyant, 
affd my cheeks glowed with anticipated pleasure. 

^**Is Sir Alexander at home?' I eagerly demanded of the 
lireried servant that opened the door. 

" ' He is, sir. What name shall I send up V I gave him my 
card, and was shown into the library, while he carried it up to 
hk master. 

Tears had fled away, since I last stood within that room, a 
h<kppy thoughtless boy. How vividly did every book and pic- 
ture recall the blessed. hours I had passed there, with Margaret 
and Alice, when the weather was wet, and we could not play 
abroad. It was in this noble apartment, with its carved oak 
wainscoting and antique windows of stained glass, in which we 
generally held our revels, turning over the huge folios in search 
of pictures. 

" There was the Book of Martyrs, with all its revolting details 
of human bigotry ; and its dreadful exhibitions of human endur- 
ance amidst scorn and agony. On these we gazed in mysterious 
awe ; and as we turned over the horrible pages, we said to one 
another, * that we were glad we were not Christians in those 
days.' 

**Then, there was Descartes' ancient philosophy. A huge tome, 
fan of quaint pictures of gods and goddesses, and angels and 
devils, on which we were never tired of gazing ; infinitely pre- 
ferrmg the latter, with their curious tails and horns, to the 
former ; whom we called^ ' Fat lazy-lookbg children with 
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wings.* 'Goldsmith's World.' 'Bnffon's Natural History/ 
and the whole familj of Encydopedias, with their nomerous 
prints, were among oar chief farorites, and helped to begnUe- 
the long wet day. 

'' Sir Alexander often assisted himself at these exhibitiimi^ 
and seemed as mnch pleased with showing ns the picturep as we 
were in looking at them. 

*' From the cherished mem(»ries of fcnrmer years, I wa» recaUed 
by the entrance of the senrant, who, with an idr of rude fajnir 
liarity, told me — ' that Sir Alexander Moncton woold neyer be 
at home to JMister Philip MoniingtonJ 

" Thnnder-stmck, with this unexpected Mow, and writhing 
under a bitter sense of humiliation, I affected an air of con- 
temptuous indifference and turned to depart ; when a l^ht grasp 
was laid upon my arm, and I encountered the dark soul-lighted 
eyes of Margaret Moncton, moistened with tears, and fixed i^oa 
me with a gaze of mournful interest. 

" * Stay, Mr. Mornington. Dear, Philip 1 stay, I beseech yoa, 
for one little moment.' 

" ' Let me go. Miss Moncton. You deceived ine into the 
belief that my reception would haye been very different — I feel 
that I have no business here.' 

** * That was your own fault, in deferring the 7u>w of to-day, to 
the future of the unknown to-morrow,' said Margaret, sadly. 
' But you must stay, I insist upon your hearing me speak a few 
words before you leave this house.' 

"I remained silent and passive, and she continued — 'There 
was a time, Philip, when your sister Margaret would not have 
asked anything of you in vain.' The tears flowed fast down 
her pale cheeks, and I felt the small hand that lay upon my arm 
tremble violently. 

" ' Dear Miss Moncton,' I said, gently leading her to a seat, 
and taking one beside her, 'you must make some allowance 
for mortified pride and wounded feelings. Time has not in the 
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least dbninished the affeetion and respect I have ever felt for 
yoa, and which yonr present kindness is not at all likely to les* 
sea. I should, howeyer, be deeply concerned, if your conde- 
scension should draw down upon you the displeasure of your 
ftkther.' 

- " *' Phil^, I neyer do aught which I should be ashamed of my 
father witnessing. Nothing wotdd give me greater pleasure, 
than to see Mm enter this room ; and it is to lead you to him, 
that brought me h^e.' 

" * He has once forbidden me his presence,' I cried, rising from 
my seat — ' I shall seek an interriew with him no more.' 

" * Let me seek it for you.' 

" * What good would it answer V 

** ' dan you ask that question, Mr. Momington 7' Remember 
aU you owe to my father's kindness. I do not want to reproach 
you with benefits which he felt pleasure in conferring. But 
sorely, some feeling of gratitude is due from one whom he loved 
for so many years as a son ; whom I am certain he still loves ; 
whom, if he could once see, would be as dear to him as 
- ever.' 

" ' Could I feel that his anger was just, there is no concession 
however great, Miss Monton, that I would hesitate to make — 
I love and revere Sir Alexander, but he has taken up idle pre- 
judices against me, and I am too proud — obstinate, if you will — 
to ask his forgiveness for what I never can look upon as a 
fault.' 

" ' One would think, Philip, that you were a Moncton, so 
hard and obdurate are their hearts,' said Margaret, weeping 
afresh. * How gladly would I be the peacemaker, and reconcile 
you to each other, but you love strife for its own sake — are too 
proud to acknowledge an error. Philip,' she cried, passion- 
ately, * do you remember my mother T' 

" She had struck a chord that always vibrated intensely in 
my heart, 'How can I ever forget her? And yet, Miss- 

8* 
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Moncton— dear Miss Moncton — I do not wcmder at your asldog 
the qaestioD.' 

" As I said this tears rushed to my own eyes, as a thimsaiDd 
sad recollections crowded into my mind. The moarnfol cbamr 
ber — the bed of death — the calm, sweet face of the expuring 
saint ; and her last solemn injunction, for me to look upon her 
grave when I came to be a man, and remember her who had 
loved me as a son. Had I done this ? Oh, no. The world 
had obliterated her pure and holy image from my mind, and all 
her tenderness and love had been forgotten. 

" I stood there before her daughter, whose mind was a perfect 
transcript of her own, a stricken, self-condemned creature, over- 
come by emotions which I struggled in vain to repress. 

"Margaret perceived the advantage she had gained, and 
taking my passive hand led me from the room. 

" Slowly wc paced up the marble staircase into the drawing* 
room, where we found Sir Alexander reading at a table. He 
did not raise his head as we entered ; and I could not hdp 
remarking the great change that a few years had effected in his 
appearance. His fine chestnut hair was nearly gray, his cheeks 
had lost the rich vermilion tint which had always given soeh 
lustre to his fine dark eyes, and clear olive complexion. He 
was much thinner, and his lofty figure had taken a decided 
stoop between the shoulders. The handsome, generous baronet 
was but the wreck of what he once had been. 

** * Papa,' said Margaret, stepping forward, and laying her 
small white hand upon his shoulder, ' I have taken the liberty 
of introducing a very old friend.' 

**' The Baronet raised his eyes. The blood rushed into his 
paJe face, as he replied with great asperity of look and tone, 
' Margaret, you have taken an unfair advantage, and abused the 
confidence I reposed in you ; I did not expect this from 
you.' 

" ' Dearest father, you have suffered my consiu TheophUus to 
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prejudice you against one whom you once lored — whom my dear 
mother loved : let him speak for himself." 

^* ' Well, sir/ said the Baronet, holding out his hand, ' what 
hare you to say in extenuation for your past conduct ? You 
fbond it convenient, no doubt, to forget an old friend.' 

" * My excellent, kind benefactor,' I cried, pressing his hand 
warmly between my own, ' how can you imagine me guilty of 
OTch base ingratitude V 

" ' I judge your feelings, young man, by deeds, not by words. 
It is not for a boyish act of indiscretion I blame you. You 
thrashed an insolent lad of your own age for insulting you ; and 
in your place I would have done the same. To appease his 
wounded pride, I 'demanded of you an apology, as the lad was my 
guest and near kinsman — no very great sacrifice of pride, one 
would have thonght, to a penniless pensioner on my boanty. 
TMSf you audaciously refused, and, without waiting for my anger 
to cool (for I was not acquainted at the time with the real circum- 
stances of the case), you abandoned your home, and sought pro- 
tection in the house of my enemy — a man who had thwarted me 
ia every way that lay in his power. His favor you gained by 
traducing your benefactor and friend ; and you now come to 
me, after the lapse of years, to make a boast of your wealth. 
Phflip Momington 1' he cried, rising from his seat, and drawing 
himself up to his full height, ' I loved you as a spirited, inde- 
pendent boy ; I despise you as a wealthy, treacherous, vain- 
glorioos man 1' 

'* * Dear papa,' said Margaret, greatly agitated, * you can not 
mean what you say.' 

" ' I do mean what I say. My words are plain and straight- 
forward ; let him refute them if he can.' 

«< < To such accusations as you have brought against me. Sir 
Alexander, there can be but one answer : they are false 1 I 
will not, however, demean myself by attempting to vindicate 
my conduct from such base calumnies, but leave it to time to 
convince you of your error, and prove my integrity.' 
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** Without waiting for hiB reply, I left the room, with a bearing 
as haaghtj and inflexible as his own, and flinging myself into 
the saddle, rode from the Hall. Disgnsted with myself for 
haying yielded to the entreaties of my amiable foster^ister, I 
could not master my indignation sufficiently to call at the 
Lodge, but pursued my journey to town with a heavy hesurt. 

'' From Cornelius and his sister I received the most cordial aid 
affectionate welcome ; but my pleasure was greatly damped by 
the bad state of my friend's health : he looked so thin and con- 
sumptive, that I apprehended the worst. This irapressioa 
graduany wore off ; but a few months confirmed my fears. He 
was to commence his journey to Dover early the next morning ; 
and after passing a delightful evening in company with his aunt 
mnd Charlotte, I rose to take leave, as I well knew that the dear 
invalid retired at an early hour to bed. 

" * Do not go to-night, Philip,' he said. * It is the last we 
shall spend for a long time together. I wish to have a friendly 
chat with you in my dressing-room. Charlotte will make one 
of the party.' 

" In a few minutes we were comfortably seated in the snug 
little room, before a cheerful fire. My friend in his easy-chair, 
wrapped in his dressing-gown, and my own beautiful Charlotte 
seated on a gaily-embroidered ottoman at his feet. 

'' ' Here, I feel myself at home,' said Cornelius, taking a hand 
of each, and pressing them warmly between his own. * How 
much I dread this journey ; how painful it is to part with all 
we love on earth.' . 

" * Dearest brother, you will return to us quite strong and well 
after breathing the warm air of the South,' said Charlotte, who 
never could be brought to consider her brother in any danger. 
* When we meet in the spring, you will laugh at your present 
fears, and we shall be so happy together.' 

" Cornelias smiled faintly. * I hope it may be so, ray sweet 
Charlotte ; to that hope I cling, though I feel it daily becoming 
more feeble. Nor would I leave England, did I not consider it 
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rOf doty to embrace every means which may tend to restore me 
to health and nsefnlness. Bat if I shoald never return, my 
little Lady Bird, the world will run on as merrily as heretofore. 
I should only be missed by a few faithful hearts.' 

" Poor Charlotte did not answer. Her head sank upon his 
knee ; and I heard the tears, one by one, fall upon her rich silk 
dresg. 

" * Do not anticipate grief, my little sister,' he said, laying his 
band caressingly upon her "drooping head. ' Let us be happy 
to-night, for we know not what the morrow may bring forth. I 
wanted to^peak to you and Philip upon a subject very near my 
heart.' 

** After a short pause, he continued with a lively, cheerful 
VOTce — 

" * You and Philip love one another ; nay, do not turn away, 
Charlotte ; there ought to be no shame in confessing a virtuous 
attachment to a worthy object.' 

** Charlotte raised her eyes, moist with tears, and tried to 
smile ; but her head sank back to its resting-place, and her 
blusfaing face was hidden on his knee. 

" * Now I am perfectly satisfied of the warmth and sincerity 
of^ jour affections, and will do all in my power to bring them to 
a happy issue ; but there are some difficulties in the way which 
most be first surmounted, before you can hope to realize your 
wishes. You have wealth, Philip, and moral worth ; these 
ought to be sufficient to satisfy the objections of the most fasti- 
dious. But your birth is obscure, and your connexions not such 
as most old families would wish to incorporate with their own. 
Yoa wiU ask me how I came by this knowledge. It does not 
matter ; for these worldly objections have no weight with me. 
It was, however, told to me by one well acquainted with your 
history — who, as guardian to Charlotte, will, I fear, never con- 
sent to your marriage.' 

" * There are few persons with whom I am sufficiently intl- 
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mate to obtidn tbis knowledge/ I oried. ' His name— tell me 
his name.' 

'^'Robert Moncton — Sir Alexander's cousin and man of 
business/ 

** I felt a cold shudder thrill through me. The hopes latelj 
so gay and buoyant shrunk back faded and blackened to my 
heart. ' Yet why should I fear this man V I argued ; but I did 
fear him — ^like the ghost of the dead Gsesar in the camp of 
Brutus — he was my evil genius. I turned very faint and asked 
for a glass of water. 

" Charlotte gave it to me with a trembling hand. The bro- 
ther and sister exchanged glances of surprise ; suspicion was 
aroused by my emotion. 

" * Strange 1' said Charlotte, musingly — * He was always kind 
to my brother and me. What have you to say against him V 

" Not much — but I have a secret antipathy — a horror of this 
man, though I never saw him but once, and that when quite, a 
boy. I had a quarrel with his son when a lad, which produced 
a rupture between Sir Alexander and me, and neither father 
nor son ever forgave the imagined injury.' 

'' Charlotte looked thoughtful. It was evident that she was 
fond of her guardian ; while Cornelius continued the conversa- 
tion, which was to me both painful and embarrassing. 

^^ ^ I know Mr. Moncton to be implacable when he takes a 
dislike, and considers himself ill-used, but we always have 
regarded him as a just and honest man. The circumstances at 
which you have hinted, and which I am rather surprised, that 
with all our brotherly intercourse, you never mentioned before, 
will not increase your chance of success in gaining him over to 
your wishes. But if I live, Philip, you will have little to fear . 
from his opposition. Charlotte and myself are both above the 
common prejudices of the world, and prize you for your worth, 
which we consider more than places you on an equality with us, 
and my little sister here (and he fondly patted her head) has 
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too liigh a sense of honor, to encourage hopes which she never 
means to realize.' 

" I took Charlotte's hand— onr eyes met Her face was 
again hidden on her brother's knee ; bat my drooping heart 
beg^n to revive, and I turned to listen to the long harangue of 
my good friend with more interest and attention,. especially, as 
Charlotte's small white hand remained firmly clasped in mine, to 
repay me for its dullness and prolixity. 

" * Now, my advice to you both is, not to enter into any 
engagement, and to keep the matter of your affections known 
only to yourselves. Confidence reposed in a third party is 
always hazardous, and generally betrayed. This will lull Monc- 
ton's suspicions, for he can greatly annoy you, should you marry 
Charlotte without his consent, before her minority expires. Her 
property, which is considerable, would then go to a distant 
relation.' 

"*I have enough to support us both handsomely — why 
should onr union be delayed on that score ?' I cried. 

" * Softly, my dear friend. Lovers always talk in that strain 
— ^husbands think differently. Why should Charlotte lose her 
just inheritance to gratify the ardor of your passion ? You are 
both young — Charlotte, far too young to marry. Four years is 
not such a great while to wait. At the expiration of that time 
you can meet on equal terms, without making such an enormous 
sacrifice. Am I not right ?' 

•* We said he was, and tried to think so, but I am certain 
that in the estimation of both his listeners, that ,that four years 
which seemed to him so short, with us, spread over a period as 
long as the life of Methusalah. We tried to look forward, but 
shrunk back to the present. Everything in prospective looked 
cdd, blank — ^nay, even ugly and old, at the end of the long vista 
of four years. 

** We promised, however, to abide by his advice. I was sad 
and low spirited — ^and Charlotte, pl^bding a bad head-ache, 
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kissed her brother, received one from me, or what, in his esti- 
roatioQ, onlj passed for one, and retired in tears, and I felt that 
the joy of my heart had vanished. 

'' ' Do not look so grave, Philip,' said my worthy fnend. 
'You will overcome all these difficulties.' 

'' I shook my head and sighed doubtfully. 

" ' I am sure you will. I have a presentiment to that effect. 
I saw you in a dream last night, surrounded by a thousand dan- 
gers. As fast as you got out of some trouble, you fell into a 
worse, and after I had given you up for lost, you were rescued 
from the fangs of a tiger by a mere lad, who led you back to 
Charlotte, and joined your hands.' 

'' He told this with such earnestness, that I, who was no 
believer in signs and omens, laughed outright. 

** He looked serious — almost offended. 

" ' You forget,' he said, * that when man draws near his end, 
God often opens the eyes of the soul and reveals, not only what 
is — bat what shall be. Oh, Philip, you who are so eager to 
win the affections of a timid girl, how can you be so indifferettt 
to the love of God V 

" ' Nervous debility has rendered you superstitious, Comdiils. 
I have no faith in the religious cant of the present day, in priests 
or priestcraft.' 

'' * This was my case two years ago. I was young and strong 
then. In the possession of wealth and all those temporal bles- 
sings, for which wiser and better men have to toil through a 
long life, and seldom obtain. The world was before me^ and 
death far distant, in my thoughts. But now, the world is 
receding, and death is very near. You start I Have not you 
discovered that truth before ? Soon, very soon, nothing will 
remain for me, but that blessed hope which I now prize as the 
only true riches. I am happy in the prospect which I know 
awaits me, and consider those only miserable to whom God is a 
stranger, and the love of the Saviour unknown.' 
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** His words affected me strangely, and yet I felt that they 
WBxe dktastefal Sorrow had not taught me the knowledge of 
salt I had yet to learn that religion alone can do that. My 
8011I was grovelling in the dast ; my thoughts wholly engrossed 
by the world. Beligion was to me a weU-invented fable, skill* 
folly constructed and admirably told, being beautiful and artis- 
tic in a literary pcnnt of view, but altogether too shallow to 
satisfy the reason of a clever fellow like me. Oh, how repug- 
nant are its pure precepts to those whose hearts are blinded by 
yanity ; who live but for the pleasures of the day, and never 
heed the to-morrow in the skies. 

** I sat down at a table near my friend, and began hastily to 
tnm over the pages of a volume that lay before me. It con- 
tained the admirable writings of the Rev. Robert Hall. I pet- 
tishly closed the book, and pushed it from me. 

"As I raised my head, our eyes met. He evidently read my 
thoQghts. 

" ' I do not wish to lecture yon, Philip, nor do I condemn you. 
Your mind, in its present unawakened state, cannot understand 
the sublime truths you affect to despise. The bliad see not ; 
they cannot comprehend the light, and we are not surprised that 
they stumble and fall. But I love you too well, Philip, to wish 
you to remain in this state of mental darkness. Read the Bible 
with the eyes of faith ; think and pray, and the true light will 
dawn upon your soul, as it has on mine. Let not the ravings 
of fanaticism, nor the vulgarity of low cant, frighten you from 
the enjoyment of the highest and noblest privilege granted to 
man — ^the capacity of holding converse with his God. And, now, 
farewell, my dear friend. I shall see you again in the morning ; 
think over twice what I have said to you before you go to 



' I retired to my chamber, but not to rest. I sat before the 
fire, musing over, and trying to feel an interest in, the advice of 
my friend; I knew it was good ; I felt it was right and very 
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natural, for Cornelius, in his diseased state, to regard it as a sub- 
ject of yital importance, to cherish it as the last hope that could 
beguile his mind, and reconcile him to the awful and mysterious 
change which awaited him. * Poor Cornelius,' I said, ' dying 
men catch at straws ; will your straw float you safely across 
the wates of the dark river ? I fear not/ And in this mood I 
went to bed, dreamt of Charlotte, and awoke in the morning to 
regret the long years which must intervene before she could be 
mine." 



CHAPTER XIX. 

light oome, light go. 

OldPbovxrb. 

" The next day, my friend bade us adieu. Had he expressed 
the least wish to that e£fect, I would have accompanied him to 
the South — but he did not, and we parted, never to meet again. 
He died abroad, and Charlotte became the inheritor of his large 
fortune. Her grief for the loss of her brother affected her 
health and spirits to such an alarming degree, that instant 
change of air and scene was recommended by her physician, and 
she left London to spend some months with her aunt on the 
Continent. I would have gladly made one in their party, but 
this she forbade me to do in the most positive terms. 

"I fancied that her manner to me had grown cold and 
distant during the separation that had intervened between her 
brother's death and the severe illness that followed the announce- 
ment of that melancholy event. These fears were confirmed by 
a long and very prudential letter from her aunt, entreating me, 
as a mutual friend, not to follow them to Italy, as it might be 
attended by unpleasant results to Miss Laurie, who was still 
rery young — ^too young, in her estimation, to acknowledge pub- 
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liclj an accepted lover ; that as no actaal engagemeiit existed 
between ns, she thonght it most advisable for both parties only 
to regard each other in the light of friends, until the ezpiratioa 
of the time which wonld make Miss Laorie the mistress of her 
hand and fortune. It was impossible to mistake the purport of 
this letter, which I felt certain mnst have been sanctioned by 
her niece. Then, and not nntil then, was I follj aware of all 
I had lost by the death of my poor friend. 

'* Charlotte had repented of her affection for the low-bora 
Philip Mornington. She was a great heiress now, and a match 
for the first nobleman in the kmgdom. I crushed the letter 
beneath my feet, and felt within my breast the extinction of 
hope. 

" I suspected that Robert Moncton and his son were at the 
bottom of this unexpected movement ; nor was I mistaken. It 
was strange, that among the whole range of my acquaintance, I 
had never been introduced to this rascal and his son, or met him 
accidentally at any place of public resort. They effectually 
worked my ruin, but it was in the dark. 

" The loss of Charlotte made me reckless of the future. I 
plunged headlong into all sorts of dissipation : wine, women, 
the turf, the gaming-table, by turns intoxicated my brain, and 
engrossed my time and thonghts, until repeated losses to an 
alarming amount, made me restless and miserable, without iu 
the least checking the growing evil. I had forfeited self respect, 
and with it the moral courage to resist temptation. 

*' I was goaded on in my career of guilt by a young man of 
fascinating person and manners, but of depraved habits and 
broken fortunes. From the first night that I was introduced to 
William Howard, he expressed for me the deepest respect and 
friendship, and haunted me subsequently like my shadow. He 
flattered my vanity by the most sedulous attentions, echoed my 
sentiments, hung upon my words, copied my style of dress, and 
imitated my manners. 
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" These arts might ha^e failed in producing the desired effeet, 
had he not woaud himself into my confidence, by appearing to 
sympathize in my mental sufferings. He talked of Ghariotte, 
and endeayc^ed to soothe my irritated fedings, by ezpressng 
the most sanguine hopes of my ultimate success; and, to dissipate 
the melancholy that preyed upon my health and spirits, he led 
me by degrees to mix with the reddess and profligate, and t^ 
find pleasure in the society of indiyidusds whom I could not 
respect, and from whose proximity a few months before I should 
have shrunk with disgust and aversion. 

'' A young fellow just beyond his minority is easily led astray, 
particularly, when he has wealth at his command, and no settled 
employment or profession to engage his time and thoughts, and, 
worse still, no religious principles to guide him in his p^Hoai 
voyage across the treacherous ocean of life. 

" Alas, Geoffrey I I chose for my pilot one who had not 
only ruined himself, but caused the shipwreck of others, superior 
in prudence and intelligence, to the man who now trusted to his 
advice and believed him a friend. 

" When I look back to that disastrous period of my life, lay 
soul shrinks within itself, and I lament my madness with unceas- 
ing bitterness. All that I have since suffered, appears but a just 
retribution for those three years of vice and folly. Little did I 
then suspect, that my quondam friend was an infamous sharper, 
bribed by the still more infamous Robert Moncton to lure me 
to destruction. 

'* In spite of her aunt's prohibition, I had continued to write 
to Miss Laurie ; at first, frequently, seldom many days elapsing 
between letter and letter, but to my surprise and indignation, 
not one of my communications had been answered, althongh 
breathing the most ardent attachment, and dictated by a pasdon 
as sincere as ever animated a human breast. What could be 
the cause of this cruel neglect? I called repeatedly at 
Mrs. ^'s house in town, but was constantly told by the M 
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hofuflekeepier, who received me verj coldlj, that Hiss Laone and 
h^r aont were still on the continent. 

** As long as this miserable state of uncertainty continaed, I 
doBg to hope, and maintained the character of a man of honor 
aad a gentiieman. Bat the inadious tempter was ever at hand, 
to exaggerate mj distress, and to weaken my good resolutions. 
Howard laughed at my constancy to a £alse mistress, and by 
degrees, led me to consider myself as a yery ill-used man, and 
Miss Laurie as a heartless coquette. 

** Two years had elapsed since the death of Cornelius ; and I 
was just ready to accompany a party of gay young fellows to 
Newmarket, when I was told accidentally, that Miss Laurie, 
the great heiress, had arrived in town, and the young men were 
laughing and speculating upon the chance of winning her and 
her fortune. 

** ' l^ey say she's a beauty I' cried one. 

" ' Beauty won't pay debts,' said another. * I can't afford to 
mtrrj for lore.' 

" * A plain girl with her property is sure to be handsome. 
Beauty and gold are too much to fall to the share of one person. 
I dare say, she's only passable.' 

"'Sour grapes. Hunter,' said Howard. *You know that 

yott are such a ugly fellow, that no woman, with or 

without a fortune, would take you for better or worse.' 

** * Better is out of the question, Howard, and he can't be 
well worse,' said the first speaker. 'But I should like to know 
if Miss Laurie is really the beauty they say she is. Money is a 
thing to possess — to enjoy — to get rid of. But beauty is a 
diTinity. I may covet the one — but I adore the other.' 

" ' You may do both then, at a humble distance, George. 
Bat here's Philip Mornington, can satisfy all your queries — he 
knows — and used to feel an interest in the young lady.' 

'* To hear her name in such company, was to me profanation. 
I made some ungracious reply to what I considered an imper- 
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tinent observation of Howard's, and feigning some improbable 
excuse for absenting myself from tbe party, I tamed my horse's 
head and rode back to my lodgings, in spite of several large 
bets that I had pending upon a favorite horse. 

" Charlotte was in London, and I could not rest until I bad 
learned my fate from her own lips. 

" I hastened to her aunt's residence ; and, contrary to my 
expectations, on sending up my card, I was instantly admitted 
to her presence. 

''She was alone in the drawing-room. The slight girl of 
seventeen was now a beautiful and graceful woman ; intelligence 
beaming from her eyes, and the bloom of health upon her cheek. 
As I approached the table at which she was seated, she rose to 
meet me, and the color receded so fast from her face that I 
feared she would faint, and instead of addressing me with her 
usual frankness, she turned away her head and burst into 
tears. 

"You may imagine my distress — I endeavored to take her 
hand, but she drew proudly back. 

" ' Is this Charlotte V 

" * Bather let me ask — ^is this Philip Mornington — ^my bro- 
ther's friend ?' she spoke with a degree of severity that aston- 
ished me — *• the man for whom I once entertained the deepest 
respect and afifection.' 

" ' Which implies that you do so no longer V 

" ' You have rightly guessed.' 

" ' And may I ask Miss Laurie why she has seen fit to change 
the opinion she once entertained V 

" ' Mr. Mornington,' she said, firmly, repressing the emotion 
which convulsed her lips and glistened in her eyes, ' I have long 
wished to see you, to hear from your own lips an explanation of 
your extraordinary conduct, and though this meeting must be 
our last, I could not part with you for ever, until I had con- 
vinced you that the separation was efibcted by yourself 
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*' 'It will be difficult to prove that/ I said, 'if joa really 
sanctioned your aunt's letter, and were privy to its contents.' 

" ' It was written at my request,' she replied, with provoking 
coldness. 'Mr. Moncton's suspicions were aroused, and your 
following us to the continent would have confirmed them, and 
rendered us both miserable. But my motives for requesting a 
temporary separation, were fully discussed in my letter which 
accompanied the one written by my aunt. To this reasonable 
request you returned no answer, nor, in fact, to several subse- 
quent letters which were written during our absence abroad.' 

" I trembled with agitation while she was speaking, and I 
fear that she misinterpreted my emotion. 

<< ' Good Heavens 1' I exclaimed at last, * how grossly have I 
deceived myself into the belief that you never wrote to me— that 
you cast me from you without one word of pity or remorse. I 
never got a line from you, Charlotte. Your aunt's cruel letter 
came only too soon, and was answered too promptly; and to the 
many I have written to you since, you did not deign a reply.' 

" ' They never reached us, Mr. Mornington ; and it is strange 
that these letters (which to me were, at least, matters of no 
small importance) should be the only ones among the numbers 
addressed to us by other friends, that miscarried.' 

'* I was stung by the incredulous air with which she spoke^ 
it was so unlike my own simple, frank-hearted Charlotte. 

" ' Miss Laurie, you doubt my word V 

" ' A career of vice and folly, Mr. Mornington, has made me 
doubt your character. While I could place confidence in the one 
I never suspected deceit in the other.' 

" * Your silence, Charlotte, drove me to desperation, and 
involved me in the dissipation to which you allude.' 

•* * A ma^ of integrity could not so easily be warped from the 
path of dnty :' she said this proudly. ' I can no longer love one 
whom I have ceased to respect, whose conduct, for the last two 
years, has made me regret that we ever met.' 
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** * Yoa are too severe, Miss Laarie/ a»d I felt the blood rash 
to my face.^ ' You should take into account all I have saflfered 
for joor sake.' 

** * Yoa found a strange method of alleviating those nlffe^ 
ings, Philip.' This was said sadly, but with extreme bitterness. 
* Had you loved or cherished me in your memory, you never 
could have pursued a course of conduct so diametrically oppo- 
site to my wishes.' 

** This was a home-thrust. I felt like a guilty and oou- 
demned creature, debased in my own eyes, and humbled before 
the woman I adored. 

''I felt that it was useless to endeavor to defend myself 
against her just accusations ; yet, I could not part with her, 
without one struggle more for forgiveness, and while I acknow- 
ledged and bitterly lamented my past errors, I pleaded for 
mercy with the most passionate eloquence. I promised to 
abjure all my idle companions and vicious habits, and defote 
the rest of my life entirely to her. 

** She listened to me with tearful earnestness, but remained 
firm to her purpose, that we were to part there for ever, and 
only remember each other as strangers. 

" Her obstinacy rendered me desperate. I f(»:got the pro- 
vocation I had given her by my wicked ^nd reckless course. I 
reproached her as the cause of all my crimes. Accused her of 
fickleness and cruelty, and called Heaven to witness, how little 
I merited her disf^easure. 

** Her gentle feminine brow was overcast ; her countenance 
grew dark and stem. 

" * These are awful charges, Mr. Mornington. Permit me to 
ask you a few questions, in my turn, and answer them briefly 
and without evasion.' 

** I gazed in silent astonishment upon her kindling face. 

"'Are you in the habit of frequenting the gaming-taWe T— 
Yes, or no.' 
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'' My ejres inyolaBiarilj shrank from hezs. 

" * The race-oonrse V 

** * I must confess to both these charges,' I stammered oat. 
• But' 

'' ' For^^nteh conduct there can be no excase. It is not amid 
each scenes that I would look for the man I love.' 

** * Cease, Oharlotte, in merej cease, if jon do not mean to 
drive me mad. Some enemy has poisoned year mind against 
Be. Left to yonrsi^lf, yon conld not c(mdemn me in this cold, 
pitiless manner.' 

" ' Yonr own lips hare condemned yon, Philip.' She stopped, 
pasttd her hand across hec brow, as if in sadden pain, and 
«^ed deeply. 

" ^ When will these reproaches end, Charlotte ? Of what else 
do yon accise me V 

'' ' Is what I haye said, false or trne 7' she cried, taming sad- 
deiriy towards me, and gras^ang my arm. ' If fidse, dear yonr- 
self. If trae, what more can I have to do wi^i yoa ?' 

"* Alas,' I cried, *it is but too true 1' 

*' 'And can yoa expect, Mr. MorniDgton,.tbat any yirtnoas, i 
well-edacated woman conld place her happiness in the keeping 
of oiro who has shown snch little self-government ; who chooses 
fof his associates men of loose morals and bad character. Yonr 
constant companion and bosom Mend is a notorious gambler, 
a man whose society is scouted by all honorable men. I pity 
you, Philip ; weep for you ; ptay for you ; and God only knows 
the agony which this hour has cost me ; but we must meet as 
lovers and friends no more.' 

" She glided from the room, and I stood for some minutes 
stupidly staring after her, wit^ the .h(»*rible consciousness of 
having exchanged a pearl of great price, for the base coin in 
which pleasure pays her deluded followers, and only felt the 
inestimable value of the treasure I had lost, when it was no 
longer in my power to recover it. 

9 
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" I retarned to the company I had qaitted. I betted and 
lost ; plunged madly on ; staked my whole property on a des- 
perate chance, and returned from the races, forsaken by my gay 
companions, a heart-broken and ruined man. 

" It was night when I reached London. Not wishing to 
encounter any of my late associates, I entered a coffee-house 
seldom frequented by men of their clws, and called for a bottie 
of wine. 

" The place was ill-lighted and solitary. I threw myself into 
a far corner of my box, and, for the first time — for I never was 
a drinker — tried to drown care in the intoxicating bowl. 

" The wine, instead of soothing, only increased the fever of my 
spirit, and I be^an to review with bitterness the insanity of my 
conduct for the last few months. With a brain on fire with the 
wine I continued eagerly to swallow, and a heart as dull and 
cold as ice from recent mortification and disappointment, I sank 
with my head upon the table into a sort of waking trance, con- 
scious of surrounjji^ng objects, but unable to rouse myself from 
the stupor which held every faculty in its leaden grasp. 
► " Two men entered the box. I heard one say to the other, 
in a voice which seemed familiar. 

** * This place is occupied, we had< better go to another.' 

** * The fellow's drunk,' returned his companion, * and may be 
considered as non compos. He has lost all knowledge of him- 
self, and therefore can take no notice of us.' 

" Feeling little interest in anything beyond my own misery, I 
gave no signs of life or motion, beyond pressing my burning 
brow more tightly against my folded hands, which rested on the 
table. 

'^ ' So, Mornington's career is ended at last, and he is a ruined 
man,' said the elder of the twain. 

** * Yes, I have settled his business for you ; and as my 
success has been great, I expect my reward should be propor- 
tionably so.' 
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« < I am ready to fulfill my promise, bat expect nothing more. 
Toa have been well paid by your dape. He has realized the 
old proverb— Light come, light go. I thought he would have 
given you more trouble. Yours, Howard, has been an easy 
victory.' 

" ' Hang the foolish fellow I' cried my quondam friend ; * I feel 
some qualms of conscience about him — ^he was so warm-hearted 
and generous — so unsuspicious, that I feel as if I had been 
guilty of a moral murder. And what, Mr. Moucton, must be 
your feelings — ^your hatred to the poor youn^ man is almost 
gratuitous, when it appears that you are personally unknown to 
each other.' 

'' ' He is the son of my worst enemy, and I will pursue him to 
death.' 

** * He will spare you the trouble, if I read my man rightly. 
He win not submit to this sudden change of fortune with stoical 
indifference, but will finish a career of folly with an act of 
madness.' 

" ' Commit suicide I' 

" ' Ay, put a pistol to his head. He is an infidel, and wi]| 
not be scared firom his purpose by any fear of an hereafter.' 

" ' Bring me that piece of news to-morrow, Howard, and it 
will be something to stake at hazard before night.' 

" He left the box ; I rose to prevent him, but the opportu- 
nity of revenge was lost. The younger scoundrel remained 
behind to settle with the waiter ; as he turned round I con* 
fronted and stared him full in the face. He pretended not to 
know who I was. 

" * Fellow, let me pass !' 

" * Never I until you have received the just reward of your 
treachery. You are a mean, contemptible wretch — the base 
hireling of a baser villain. I will prosecute you both for enter- 
ing into a conspiracy against me.' 

" ' You had better let it alone,' he said, in a hoarse whisper. 
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' Yoa «re a disa{^)oiiited and desperate man. No setudble per* 
son will listen to complaints made by a drnnken, brc^en-down 
spendtfarift and gambler.' 

** ' Liar V I cried, losing all self-control, ' when did yon ever 
■ee me dnmk, or knew me gnilty of one dishonorable act V 

'' ' Yon were always too great a fbol, Mornington, to take 
care of yonrelf, and yon are not able, at this moment, to stand 
steady. Be that, however, as it may, I never retract my 
words — ^if yon require satisfaction, yon know where to find 
me.' 

** * I win neither meet nor treat yon as a gentleman. Yon 
are beneath contempt.' 

** * The son of a dmnken huntsman has a greats claim to 
gentility,' sneered the sharper, bursting into an insulting langh. 
'Your mother may, perhaps, have given you an indirect daim 
to a higher descent.' 

*"Dna taunt stung me to madness, and sobbed me in a 
moment. I flung myself headlong upon him. I was young and 
strong — ^the attack unexpected, he fell heavQy to the ground. 
In my fhry I spat upon him, and trampled him beneath my feet. 
Death, I felt was too honoraUe a punishment for such a 
contemptible villain. I would not have killed hhn though ce^ 
tun that no punishment' would follow the act. 

'^The people of the house interfered. I was isken into 
custody and kept in durance vile until the foUowiug morning ; 
but as no one appeared to make any charge against me, I was 
released, with a severe reprimand firom the police magisl^te, and 
suffered to return home. 

" Home — I had now no home — about one hundred pounds 
was aD^that remained to me of my fine property when my debts, 
ftdsely termed debts of honor, were paid, my lodgings settled 
for, and my servant discharged. 

'* My disgrace had not yet reached the home of my childhood. 
A sMm of mental sufforisg brought on a low fever. I was 
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Bdased with an indescribable longing, an aehing of the beaft to 
end my days in my native village. 

'' Pride in vain combated with this feeling. It resisted all 
the argaments of reason and common s^sise. Natnce trinmphed 
— and a few days saw me once more onder the shadow of the 
great oak that canopied onr lowly dweUing. 



CHAPTEE XX. 

ALIOE. 

^'As I approached the cottage door, my attention was 
arrested by a low, monmfal voice, ^nging in sad and snbdned 
tones, a ditty which seemed the spontaneous outpouring of a 
wounded spirit. The words were several times repeated, and I 
noted them down as I leant upon the trunk of the old tree. 
Out of sight, but within a few feet of the songstress, whose face 
was hidden from me by the thick foliage of the glorious old 
tree, in whose broad-spreading branches, I had played and 
frolicked when a boy. 

THE SONG. 

« < I once was happy, blithe and gay, 
No xnaiden's heart wae half bo light ; 
I cannot sing, for well a-day I 
Hy morn of bliss is quenched in night. 

I cannot weep— my brain is dry. 
Deep woe usurps the voice of mirth 

The sunshine of youth's cloudless sky 
Has faded fr(»n this goodly earth. 

My soul is wrapped in midnight gloom, 
And all that charmed my heart before. 

Droops earthward to the silent tomb, 
Where darkness dwells for evermore.' 
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"The voice ceased. 

" I stepped from my hiding-place. Alice rose from the bench 
beside the door ; the work on which she was employed fell from 
her hand, and she stood before me wild and wan — the faded 
spectre of past happiness and beauty. 

" * Good Heavens, Alice 1 Can this be you V 

*'*1 may return the compliment/ she said, with a ghastly 
smile. ' Can this be Philip ? Misery has not been partial, or 
your brow wears its mark in vain.' 

" * Unhappy sister of an unhappy brother,' I cried, folding 
her passive form to my heart, * I need not ask why you are 
altered thus.' 

** The fire that had been burning in my brain for some weeks 
yielded to softer emotions. My head sunk upon her shoulder, 
and I wept long and bitterly. 

" Alice regarded me with a curious and mournful glance, but 
shed no tears. 

" ' Alice ! That villain has deceived you V 

" She shook her head. 

" * It is useless to deny facts so apparent. Do you love him 
still V 

" She sighed deeply. * Yes, Philip. But he has ceased to 
love me.' 

" * Deserted you V 

" Her lip quivered. She was silent. 

***The villain 1 his life shall answer for the wrong he has 
done you I' 

" The blood rushed to her pale, wasted cheeks, her eyes flashed 
upon me with unnatural brilliancy, and grasping my arm, she 
fiercely and vehemently replied. 

" ' Utter that threat but once again, and we become enemies 
for life. If he has injured me and made me the wreck you see 
— it is not in the way you think. To destroy hun would drive 
me to despair. It would force me to commit an act of desper- 
ation^ — I will suffer no one to interfere between me and the man 
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I love. I am strong enough to take my own part — to avenge 
myself, if need be. I can bear my own grief in silence, and 
therefore beg that yon will spare yonr sympathy for those who 
weep and pnle over misfortune. I would rather be reproached 
than pitied for sorrows that I draw upon myself.' 

"She sat down trembling with excitement, and tried to 
lesnme her former occupation. Presently the needle dropped 
from her hand, and she looked wistfully up into my face. 

** ' Philip, what brought you here V 

" * An unwelcome visitor, I fear.' 

** ' Perhaps so. People always come at the worst times, and 
when they are least wanted.' 

" ' Do you include your brother in that sweeping common- 
place term — ^has he become to you as one of the people ? Ah, 
Alice.' 

" ' We h&ve been no more to each other for the last three 
years, Philip. Your absence and long silence made me forget 
that I had a brother. Few could suppose it, from the little 
interest you ever expressed for me.' 

" * I did not think of you, or love you the less.' 

" '?lere words. Love cannot brook long separation from the 
otQect beloved. It withers beneath neglect, and without per- . 
sonal intercourse droops and dies. While you were happy and 
prosperous you never came near us ; and I repeat again, — what 
brings you now V 

" ' I have been unfortunate, Alice ; the dupe of villains who 
have robbed me of my property, while my own folly has deprived 
me of self-respect and peace of mind. Ill and heart-sick, I 
could not resist the strong desire to return to my native place 
to die.' 

" * There is no peace here, Philip,' she said, in a low soft voice. 
' I too, would fain lie down on the lap of mother earth and for- 
get my misery. But we are too young — too wretched to die. 
Death comes to the good and happy, and cuts down the strong 
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man like the flower of the field — ^bnt flies the wretch who courts 
it, and grins in ghastly mockery on the conch of woe. Take my 
advice, Philip Mornington, lose no time in leaving this place. 
Here, danger besets you <m every side.' 

« t y^j^ Alice, do yon think I fear the pony arm of l%eopM- 
]m Moncton. The base betrayer of innocence.' 

tt i ^jjy Theophilus. Spare yonr rqproadies, Philip ; we filittl 
quarrel seriously if you mention that name with disrespect tb 
me — I cannot, and will not bear it. It was not him I meant 
You have offended our grandmother by your long absence. 
Dinah loves you not. It is her ang^ I would warn yon to 
shun.' 

'' ' And do you think, I am such a coward, as to tremble and 
fly from the malice of a peevish old grtumy ?' 

" ' You laugh at my warning, Philip. You may repent your 
rashness when too late. The fang of the sei^nt is not deadened 
by age, and the rancor in the human heart seldom dfminw^KB 
with years. Dinah never lov^ you, and absence has not increased 
the strength of her affection*' 

" * I am not come to solicit charity, Alice.' I have «till 
enough to pay the old woman handsomely for board and lodging 
until my health returns, or death terminates my sufferings. If 
Dinah takes me — a fa<^ I do not doubt — she loves mon^. 
* Where is she now ?' 
" ' In the village, I expect her in every minute.' 
^* ' And Miss Moncton V I said, hesitating, and lowering my 
voice. * How is she ?' 

" ' I don't know,' returned Alice, carelessly, ' the Hall is no 
longer open to me,' 

'* * That tells its own tale,' said I sorrowfully. 
" ' The tale may be false, in sjnte of probability,' returned she, 
fiercely. * No one should dare openly to condemn another with- 
out sufficient evidence.' 
'' ' They need not go far for that.' 
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" ' That is your opinion.' 

" ' On most conclusive evidence. 

" * How charitable.' 

" ' How true, Alice.' 
. << * False as the world. As you, as every one is to the nnfor- 
tni^tey' she cried, with indignation in her eyes and scorn upon 
her iip. ' But here is Dinah — Dinah, whom you consider unfeel- 
ing and cruel. She knows me, and loves me better than yon do. 
fihe does no^ join with a parcel of conventional sneaks to con- 
4emn me.' 

** As she ceased speaking, Dinah entered with a basket on her 
SBOL After the first surprise at my unexpected and unwelcome 
appearance was over, she accosted me with more amenity of 
look and manner than I ever before knew her to assume. 

" * How are you, Philip ? you look ill. Suppose you have 
gqt into some trouble, or we should not be honored by a visit 7* 

** * You are right, in part, grandmother. I have been sick 
for some days, and have come home for chiudge of air and good 
murs^ig.' 

'* I put a handful of gold into her lap. ' You see I am willing 
and able to pay for the trouble I give. When this is gone, you 
jcan have more.' 

** ' Money is always welcome — more welcome often than those 
that bring it. All things considered, however, I am glad to see 
you. When relatives are too long separated, they beeome 
jtrang^s to each other. Alice and I had concluded that you 
only regarded us as such. The sight of you will renew the old 
tie of kmdred, and make you one of us again. Quick, Alice, 
get your brother some supper ; he must be hungry after his 
long journey.' 

"' I am in no need ; Alice, do not trouble yourself ; I feel 
too ill to eat. I will go to bed if you please. All I want at 
preset is resiJ 

"Dinah, who was passing the gold from one hand to the 

9* 
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Other, and gazing upon it with infinite satisfaction, suddenly 
looked op and repeated the last word after me, with peculiar 



" ' Rest ! Who rests in this world ? Even sleep is not rest ; 
the body sleeps, bat the soul toils on, on, on, for ever. There is 
no snch thing as rest. If I thought so, I would put an end to 
my existence to-morrow — I would ; and meet death as a 
liberator from the vexatious turmoils of life.' 

''There was something in these words that filled my mind 
with an indescribable horror — a perfect dread of endless dura- 
tion. I had always looked upon the grave as a place of rest — a 
haven of peace from the cares of life ; that old raven, with her 
dismal croaking, had banished the pleasing illusion, and made 
me nervously sensitive to the terrors of a living, conscious et^^ 
nity. Whilst undressing to go to bed, I was seized with violenyt 
shivering fits, and before morning was deUrious, and in a high 
fever. 

'' I had never sufifered from severe illness before ; I had often 
been afflicted in mind, but not in body. I now had to endure 
the Jborrors of both combined. For the first fortnight I was too 
ill to think. I was in the condition of the unfortunate patri- 
arch, who in the morning exclaimed, [ Would God it were night t 
and when night came, reversed the feverish hope. 

''There were moments, however, during the burning hours of 
these sleepless nights, when the crimes of the past, and the 
uncertainty of the future, rushed before me in terrible distinct** 
uess ; when I tried to pray and could not, and sought comfort 
from tlie Word, of God, and found every line a condemnatioD. 
Oh, these dreadful days and nights, when I lay a hopeless, self- 
condemned expectant of misery, shaddering on the awful brink 
of eternity, shrieking to the Almighty Father for peace, and 
finding none ; seeking for rest with strong cries and tears, and 
being repaid with ten-fold agony. May I never again suffer in 
flesh and spuit what I then endured I 
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'' The poor lost girl who watched mj bed, beheld the fierce 
tossings of pain, the agonies of remorse, with icy apathy. She 
could neither direct nor assist my mind in its straggles to obtain 
one faint glimmer of light throtigh the dense gloom caused by 
infidelity and sin. 

^ Death — natural death — ^the mere extinction of animal life, 
I did not dread. Had the conflict ended with annihilation, I 
could have welcomed it with joy. But death unaccompanied by 
total extinction was horrible. To be deprived of moral life — to 
find the soul for eyer separated from God, all its high and noble 
faculties destroyed, while all that was infamous and debasing 
remained to form a hell of memory, an eternity of despair, was 
a conviction so dreadful, so appalling to my mind, that my rea- 
son f(nr a time bowed before it, and for some days I was con- 
fidoos of nothing else. 

" This fiery trial yielded at last. I became more tractable, 
and could think more calmly upon the awful subject ever upper- 
most in my mind. I felt a strong desire to pray, to acknow- 
ledge my guilt to Almighty God, and sue for pardon, and 
restoration to peace and happiness. I could not express my 
repentance in words, I could only sigh and weep, but He who 
looks upon the naked human heart, knew that my contrition 
was sincere, and accepted the unformed petition. 

^' As the hart panteth for the water brooks, so did my thirsty 
ftoul pant for the refreshing waters of life. In feeble tones I 
implored Alice to read to me from the New Testament. My 
eyes were so much affected by the fever, that I could scarcely 
diBtingnish the objects round me. 

"The request was distasteful, and she evaded it for many 
days — at last, replied testily, 

" * There is not such a book in the house— never was — and 
you know that quite well.' ^ 

" * You can borrow one of the schoolmaster in the villf 

"' I will do no such thing. A pretty story truly, to gc 
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roiiiids of MoQOtoD. That the Mornhigtons were each godless 
people they had no Bible in the house, and had to borrow one. 
They say that Dinah is a witch, and this wonld confirm it.' 

** ' Send the boy that cats sticks in the wood. Let him adk 
it as if for his mother. I know Mr. Lndd will lend it for a 
good purpose ; and tell the boy I will give him half a sovereign 
for hisL pains.' 

*' * Nonsense. Why that would buy the book.' 

" ' Oh, do buy it, Alice, my good angel ; for the love of <Jod, 
fiend and buy it. You will :find my purse in my coat-pocket. 
It will be the best money that was ever laM out by me.' 

" ' You had better be still «id go to sleep, Philip ; you are 
&r too ill to bear the fatigue of reading yet.' 

'' This was dreadfully tantalizing, but I was forced to submit. 
The next morning she brought me a cup of tea. I looked wist- 
fully in her face, 

'* * Dear Alice, you could give me something that would ^ 
me more good than this.' 

*' ' Some broth, perhaps ; sick people always flE^ncy everythii^ 
that is not at hand.' 

"'That book.' 

" ' Are you thinking about that still ?' 

" ' I long for the bread of life." 

" ' Do you want to turn Methodist V 

'• ' I wish to become a Christian.' 

" ' Are you not one already V 

** * Oh, no, no, Alice I All my life long I have denied the 
word of God and the power of salvation ; and now, T would 
give the whole world, if I possessed it, to obtain the true riches. 
Do, dear sister, grant my earnest request, and may the Ood of 
all mercy bring you to a knowledge of the truth.' 

** ' I hate cant,' said Alice, discontentedly, * but I will see 
what I can do for you.' 

''She took some money from my purse and left the room. 
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'' Hoars passed away. I listened for her returniag footsteps 
until I fell asleqp. It was night when I again nnelosed my eyes. 
Alice was sitting by the little table reading. Oh, tressed sight. 
The Bible lay open before her. 

" * I dreampt it,' I caried joyfully. ' Idreampt that you got it, 
and God has brought it to pass. Oh, dear Alice you have made 
me so happy.' 

"'WhatshaUIread?' 

" I was puzzled ; so much a stranger was I to the sacred 
Tolume, that though it had formed a portion of my school and 
college studies, 1^ little interest then iei% in lUt eon^nts, had 
made me almost a stranger to them. 

" ' Read the Go^ of St. John.' 

** * A ohi^ter you mean.' 

" ' As much as you c^. Until you are thred.' 

" She began at the opening chi^ter of that sublime gospel, in 
which we have so much of the mind of Jesus, though leas of his 
wondrous parables and miracles ; but matter that is higher, 
more mysterious, spiritual and satisfying to tlw soul. Nor could 
I suffer her to lay aside the book until it was concluded. 

" How eagerly I drank in every word, and long after eyery 
eye was closed in sleep I continued in meditation and prayer. 
A thousand times I repeated to myself ' And ye shall know the 
truth, and the truth shall set you free.' What a glorious eman- 
cipation from the chains of sin and death. Oh, how I longed 
for a knowledge of that truth, and the answer came. * Lord 
thy word is truth;' and the problem in my soul was satisfied, and 
with a solemn thanksgiying I devoted myself to the service of 
God. A calm and holy peace came down upon my soul, and 
that night I enjoyed the first refreshing sleep I had known for 
many weeks. 

** In the morning I was much better, but still too weak to 
leave my bed, 
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'' I spent most of the daj in reading the Bible. Alice had 
relaxed mnch of her attention, and I only saw her daring the 
brief periods when she administ^ed medicine, or broaght me 
broth or gruel. 

^* I felt hurt at her coldness ; but it was something more than 
mere coldness. Her manner had become snllen and disagree- 
able. She answered me abruptly and in monosyllables, and 
appeared rather sorry than glad, that I was in a faxt way <tf 
recovering. 

** I often heard her and Dinah hold confused whispering con- 
versations, in the outer room into which mine opened, the cot- 
tage being entirely on the ground floor, and one evening I 
thought I recognized the deep tones of a man's voice. I tried 
to catch a part of their discourse, but the sounds were too low 
and guarded to ii&ake anything out. A short time after I heard 
the sound of horses' hoofs upon the gravel walk that led past 
the cottage into the park. I sat up in the bed which was oppo- 
site the window, which commanded a view of the road, and per* 
ceived, to my dismay, that the stranger was no other than 
Robert Moncton, who was riding towards the village. 

** A dread of something — I scarcely knew what — ^took posses- 
sion of my mind, and remembering my weak, helpless state, and 
how completely X was in the power of Dinah North, I gave 
myself up to vague apprehensions of approaching evil. 

*^ Ashamed of my weakness, I took the sacred volume from 
under my pillow, and soon regained my self-possession. I felt 
that I was in the hands of Qod, and that all things regarding 
me would be ordered for the right. Oh, what a blessing is this 
trust in the care of an overruling Providence ; how it relieves 
one from brooding over the torturing fears of what may accrue 
on the morrow, verifying the divine proverb : * Sufficient unto 
the day is the evil thereof.' 

^' A thick, dark, rainy night had closed in, when my chamber 
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door opened, and Alice glided in. She held in her hand a small 
tray, on which was a large tumbler of mulled wine and some dry 
toast. I had not tasted food since noon, and I felt both faint 
and hungry. A strange, ghastly expression flitted over my sis- 
t^s face, which was unusually pale, as she sat down on the side 
of the bed. 

" ' You have been a long time away,' said I, with the pee- 
vish fretfulness of an invalid. ' If you were ill and incapable of 
helping yourself, Alice, I would not neglect you, and leave you 
for hours in this way. I might have died during your absence.' 

" * No fear of that, Philip. You are growing cross, which is 
always a good sign. I would have come sooner, but had so 
many things to attend to, that it was impossible. Dinah is too 
(M to work, and all the household work falls on me. But, how 
ifreyouT 

" • Better, but very hungry.' 

*^ ' I don't doubt it. It is tune you took somethmg. I have 
got a little treat for you — ^some fine mulled sherry — ^it will do 
you good and strengthen you.' 

" * I don't care for it,' said I, with an air of disgust. ' I am 
very thirsty. Give me a cup of tea.' 

" ' We got tea hours ago, when you were asleep, and there is 
not a drop of hot water in the kettle. The wine is more nour- 
ishing. The doctor recommended it. Do taste it, and see how 
good it is I' 

** I tried to comply with her request. A shudder came over 
me as I put the tumbler to my lips. ' It's of no use,' I said, 
patting it back on to the tray. ' I cannot drink it.' 

" * If you love me, Philip, try. Drink a little, if you can. I 
made k on purpose to please you.' 

"She bent her large bright eyes on me with an anxious, 
dubious expression — ^a strange, wild locfk, such as I never saw 
her foce wear before. 

" I looked at her in return, with a curious, searching gaze. 
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I did not exactly suspect her of any evil iateaUoa towards me, 
but her manner was mjsterioos, and excited sorprise. 

'' She changed color, and turned away. 

"A sudden thought darted through my brain. Robert* 
Moncton had been there. He coveted my death, for what 
reason I could not fathom. I only knew the fact. What if 
that draught were poison I — and suspicion, once aroused, whim- 
pered it is poison. 

** I rose slowly in the bed, and griped her Smalj by the 
wrist. 

** * Alice 1 we will drink of that glass together. You lock 
faint and pide. The contents will set you all right. Take half 
and I will drink the rest.' 

" * I never drink wine.* 

'* ^ You dare not drink that wine.' 

'' ' If I liked it, what should hinder me 7' 

" * You could not like it Alice. It is poison P 

A faint cry burst from her lips. 

'* ' God of heaven, who told you that ?' 

'* ' Flesh and blood did not reveal it to me. Alice, Alice, 
how could I imagine such a thing 6f you V 

" ' How, indeed !' murmured the wretched girl, weeping pas- 
sionately. ' She persuaded me to bring it to you. Be mixed 
the wine. I — I had nothing else to do with it.' 

'* * Yet to you, as a williug instrument of evil, they entrusted 
the most important part of their hellish mission.' 

'' She flung herself on her knees beside the bed, and raising her 
clasped hands and streaming eyes to ^eaven implored Qod ta 
forgive her for the crime she had premeditated against my life, 
binding herself in an awful curse, not only to devise means to 
save my life, but to remove me from the cottage. 

" * As to you, Philip, I dare not ask you to forgive me— I 
only implore you not to curse me.' 

" ' I should entertain a very poor opinion of myself, if L should 

t 
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Tefese to do the one, or attempt sach an act c^ wickednefis as is 
iiiTolved in the other. Bat, Alice, do not think that I can 
ezcnse the commisfiion of snch a dreadful crime as mnrder-^ 
and npon whom? A broths who loTed you tenderly — who, 
^ his own knowledge, never injored you in wcnrd, thought or 
deed.' 

" * Philip, you are not my brother, or the deed had never been 
ettesapted.' 

" • Not your brother 1 Who am I then V 

•' ' I cannot — dare not tell yon. At least not now. Escape 
from Hits dreadful place, and some future time may reyeal it.' 

" ' You talk of escape as a iMng practicable fuid easy. I am 
so weak I can scarcely stand, much less walk ten paces from the 
house. How can I get away unknown to Dinah V 

*' * Listen to me — I will tell you.' She rose from her knees, 
and gliding to the door that led into the outer room, she gently 
unclosed it, mid leaning forward looked cautiously into the outer 
fipace. Satisfied that it was vacant, she returned stealthily to 
my bedside. 

"*I must make Dinah believe that you have drank this 
wine. In less than two hours you will, in her estimation, be 
dead. Not a creature knows of your return. For our own 
sakes, we have kept your being here a profound secret. Robert 
Moncton, however, was duly informed by Dinah of your visit. 
He came this morning to the house, and they concocted this 
scheme between them. She is now absent looking for a con- 
venient spot for a grave for your body when dead. She talked 
of the dark shrubbery. That spot is seldom visited by any one, 
because the neighbors fancy that it is haunted. You know how 
afraid we were of going near those dark, shadowy yews when 
we were children. Margaret used to call it the vallev of the 
shadow of death.' 

** * And it was there,' I said, with a shudder, * that you meant 
to bury me ?' 
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** * There — ^I hare promised to drag jonr body to the spot 'm 
a sack, and help Dinah make the grave. Bat hist — I thought 
' I heard a step. We hare no time to waste in idle words.' 

*^ * She cannot bnrj me, yon know, withoat my consemt, beSoce 
I am dead,' I said, with a faint smile. ' Nor can I imaging 
bow you will be able to deceive her. She will certainly discover 
the difference between an empty sack and a fnll one.' 

" ' I have hit on a plan, which, if well managed, will loll her 
Bti8[acions to sleep. Yon know the broken statne of Apollo, 
that lies at the entrance of the Lodge ? It is about yonr sue. 
It once belonged to the Hall gardens, and Sir Alexander gave 
it to me for a plaything years ago. I did not care for sn^ a 
huge doll, and it has lain there ever since. I will convey this to 
your chamber, and dress it in your night-clothes. The sack 
will cover the mutilated limbs, and by the dim, uncertain light 
of the dark lantern, she will never discover the cheat.' 

" ' But if she should insist on inspecting the body ?' 

" * I will prevent it. In the meanwhile you must be prq>ared 
to leave the house when I come to fetch the body.' 

** 1 felt very sick, and buried my face in the pillows. 

'' ' I do not care to go ; let me stay here and die.' 

" * You must live for my sake,' cried the unhappy girl, clasp- 
ing my cold hand to her heart, and covering it with kisses. ' If 
you fail me now, we are both lost. Dinah would never forgive 
me for betraying her and Moncton. Do you doubt that what I 
have told you is true ?' 

'' ' Not in the least, my poor Alice ; but I am so weak and 
ill — so forsaken and unhappy, that I no longer care for the lifo 
you offer.' 

** * It was the gift of God. You must not throw it away. 
He may have work on the earth that he requires you to do.' 

" These words saved me. I no longer hesitated to take the 
chance she offered me, though I entertained small hopes of its 
success. Yet if the hand of Providence was stretched out to 
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> me from destruction, it was only right for me to yield to 
its guidance with obedient gratitude and praise. 

" Alice was aboat to leaye the room — she once more returned 
to my side. 
' " ' Say that you forgire me, Philip.' 

*' I folded her in my thin, wasted arms, and imprinted a kiss 
<m her rigid brow. 

" * From my very heart I' 

" * God bless yon, Philip I I will love and cherish your 
memory to my dying hour.' 

" The house door opened suddenly ; she tore herself from my 
embrace. ' Dinah is coming — ^lie quite still — ^moan often, as if 
in pain, and leaye me to manage the rest.' 

" She left the chamber, and the door purposely ajar, that I 
might be guided in my conduct by what passed between them. 

" * Did he drink it V whispered the dreadful woman. 

" ' He did.' 

*' ' And how does it agree with his stomach V she laughed — 
her low, hprrid laugh. 

" * As might be expected — ^he feels rather qualmish.' 

" ' Ha, ha I' cried the old fiend, rubbing her withered long 
hands together, 'you came Delilah oyer him. Our pretty Sam- 
son is caught at last. Let me see — ^how long will it be before 
the poison takes effect — about two hours — ^when did he take it V 

" * About an hour ago. He is almost insensible. Don't you 
bear him groan. The struggle will soon be oyer.' 

" * And then my bonny bird will haye no rival to wealth and 
power. What your mother, by her obstinate folly, lost, your 
wit and prudence, my beauty, will regain.' 

" This speech of Dinah's was to me perfectly inexplicable. I 
heard Alice sigh deeply, but she did not reply. 

"The old woman left the cottage but quickly returned. 

" * I want the spade.' 
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" ' Yoa will find it in the oot-honse ; the maltock is then^ 
too ; you will need it to break the hard ground.' 

" ' No, no ; my arm is strong yet — stronger than you tbmk, 
for a woman of my years. The heavy rain has moistened tfi# 
earth. The spade will do the job ; we need not make a deep 
graye. No one will erer look for him there.' 

<< * The place was always haunted, it will be donUy so 
now.' 

" ' Pshaw i who bdieves in ghosts. The dead are dead-^Iost 
— gone for ever ; grass springs from them, and their joiees go 
to fittten worms and nourish the weeds of the earth. Light me 
the lantwn and I will defy all the ghosts and demons in ti» 
world ; and hark you, Alice, the moment he is dead put the 
body in a sack, and call me to hdp to.drag it to the graye. I 
shall have it ready in no time.' 

** 'Monster I' I smttered to myself 'the pit you are prepar- 
ing for me, ere long, may open beneath your own feet.' 

** I heard the old woman close the front door after her, and 
presently Alice reentered my chamber. 

'' ' Well, thank God she is gone on her unholy task. Now, 
Philip i now — ^lose no time — rise, dress yourself, and be off as 
fast as you can I' 

" I endeaTored to obey, bat, e^diausted by long sickness, I M 
back lainting upon the bed. 

" ' Stay,' said Alice, ' you are weak for the want of nouiisb- 
ment. I will get you food and drink.' 

** She iHTought me a glass of port wine, and some sandwiches. 
I drank the wine eagerly, but could not touch the food. The 
wine gave me a fictitious strength. After making several 
efforts I was able to rise and dress — the exdtement of the 
moment and the hope of escape acting as powerful stimulants. I 
secured all that remained of my small fund of money, tied up a 
change of linen in a pocket-handkerchief kissed the pale girl 
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who stood cold and tearless at my side, and committing myself 
to the care of God, stole oat into the dark night. 

** I breathed again the fresh air, and my former rigor of mmd 
letomed. I felt like one jnst freed from prison, after haying 
itfd sentence of death pronounced against him. I was once 
more fr^e^miracnloosly escaped fkom death and danger, and 
silently and fervently I offered np a gratefal prayer to the Hea- 
T^y Father, to whom I was indebted for such a signal act of 
mercy. 

** Yon will think it strange, Geoffrey — ^tbe whim of a mad- 
aao — ^bat I felt an nasatiable cnrio^ty to witness the interment 
oi my supposed body, to see how Alice would carry out the last 
act of the tragic drama. 

'' The wish was no sooner formed^ than I prepared to carry it 
into execution. 

" The yew shrubbery lay at the nortii end of the cottage, and 
was divided from the road, by a clipped holly hedge. A large 
yew tree grew out of the centre of this hedge, which had been 
clipped to represent a watch tower. Open spaces having been 
left lor loop-holes. Through these square green apertures, I 
had often, when a boy, made war upon the blackbirds and spar- 
rows, unseen by my tiny game. 

*' By creeping close to the hedge, and looking through one of 
these loop-holes, I could observe all that was pasdng within the 
shrubbery, without being observed by Dinah or Alice. Cau- 
tiously stealing along, for the night was intensely dark, and 
guiding my steps by the thick hedge, which resembled a massy 
green wall, I reached the angle where it turned off into the 
park. In this comer stood the green tower I was seeking, and 
climbmg softly the gate which led into the spacious domain of 
the Monctons, I stepped upon a stone block used by the domes- 
tics for mounting horses, and thus raised several feet from the 
ground, I could distinctly observe, through the opening in the 
tree, all that was passing below. 
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" A faint light directly beneath me, gleamed up in the dense 
drizzly darkness, and shone on the hideons features of that ab- 
horred old woman, who was leaning over a shallow grave she 
had just scoped oat of the wet dank soil. Her arms rested on 
the top of the spade, and she scowled down into the pit that 
yawned at her feet, with a smile of derision on her thin sarcas- 
tic lips. 

" ' It's deep enoagh to hide him from the light of day. There's 
neither a shrond nor coffin to take np the room, and he is worn 
to a skeleton by his long sickness. Yes — there let him rest till 
the judgment day — the worm for his mate and the cold clay for 
his pillow ; I wish the same bed held all his accursed race. ^ 

" * And his pale-faced, dainty mother — where is she ? Does 
her spirit hover near, to welcome her darling to the land of 
dreams 7* 

'' A light step sounded on the narrow path that led from the 
shrubbery to the cottage, accompanied by a dull lumbering 
sound. 

''Dinah, raised "^he lantern from the side of the grave, and 
held it np into the dark night. 

**' Alice r 

"'Dinah I' 

"'Is he dead?' 

" ' Yes. Here, lend a hand. The body is dreadfully heavy. 
I am almost killed with dragging it hither.' 

" ' You did not bring it alone 1' 

" ' Who could I ask to help me 7 and I was so afraid of dfe- 
covery, I dared not leave it to come for you.' 

" The old woman put down the light, and went to help her 
granddaughter. 

" ' Let us roll the body into the grave, mother.' 

" ' Not yet — I must look at hun.' 

" He makes a dreadful corpse.' 

" ' Death is no flatterer, child.. Hold up the light.' 
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*' ' No, no I — You must not — you shall not triumph over him 
now. Let the dead rest, I dare not look upon that blue cold 
fioce, those staring eyes again.' 

" ' Who wants you, foolish child ? I wish to satisfy myself 
that my enemy is dead.' 

'' A scuffle ensued, in which the light was extinguished, and 
the supposed body rolled heavily over into the grave. 

" * Oh, mother, mother 1 the light is out, and we're alone with 
the corpse in this dreadful darkness.' 

" ' Nonsense — how timid you are. Go back to the house^ and 
re-light the candle.' 

•• * I dare not go alone*' 

"'Then let me go r 

" * And leave me with him ? Oh, not for worlds. Mother 
mother I I hear him moving in the grave. He is going to rise 
and drag me down into it. Look — look I I see his eyes glaring 
in thfe dark hole. There, mother — there V 

" ' Curse you for a weak fool I You make even my flesh 
.creep.' * 

" * Cover it up— cover it up I' cried Alice, pushing with her 
hands and feet some of the loose earth into the grave. ' That 
ghastly face will rise and condemn us at the Last Day. It will 
haunt me as long as I live. Oh, 'tis terrible, terrible, to feel 
the stain of blood on your soul, and to know Khat all the waters 
of the great ocean could never wash it out.' 

" ' I will go home with you, ^lice, and return and close the 
grave myself,' said Dinah, in a determined tone. ' If you stay 
here much longer, you will make me as great a coward as 
yourself.' 

" I heard the sound of their retreating steps, and leaving my 
place of concealment, slowly pursued my way to the next village. 
Entering a small tavern, I asked for supper and a bed. The 
innkeeper and his wife were both known to me, but I was so 
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nocb altered bj sickness that they did not recognize me. After 
taking a cap of tea, I retired to rest, and was so oyercome by 
mental and bodily fatigue, that I slept soandly until noon the 
next day, when I breakfasted, and took a seat in the miul coach 
for London. 

^ During my journey I calmly pondered oyer my situatioo, 
and formed a plan (or the future; which I lost no time in putting 
into practice. 

" From what had fallen from the lips of Alice, I was con- 
rinced that some mystery was connected with my birth, and 
the only means which I could devise to fathom it, was to gain 
more insight into the character and f>ri7ate history of Robert 
Moncton. 

" At times the thought would present itself to my mind that 
this man might be my father. My mother was a strange crea- 
ture — a woman whose moral principles could not haye ranked 
very high. I scarcely knew, from my own experience, if she 
possessed any — ^at all eyents I determined to get a place 
in his office, if possible, and wait patiently until somethii^ 
should turn up which might satisfy my doubts, and expose the 
tissue of yillainy that an untoward destiny had woyen around 
me. While at college, I had studied for the bar, and had 
gained an extensiye knowledge in the jurisprudence of my 
country — ^in which I took great delight, and which I had 
intended t<i follow as a profession ; when, unfortunately, the 
death of MP. Momington rendered me an independent man. 
At school I had learned to write all sorts of hands, and could 
engross with great beauty and accuracy. 

** As a man, I was personally unknown to Robert Moncton, 
whom I neyer beheld but once, and for a few minutes only, 
when a boy, and time and sickness had so altered me, that it 
was not yery likely that he would recognise me again. 

« Two years previous to the time of which I am now speak- 
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ing, I had saved the eldest son of Mr. Moncton's head clerk from 
drowning, at the risk of my own life. Mr. Bassett was over- 
whelming in his expressions of gratitude, and as to his poor 
little wife, she never mentioned the circumstance with dry eyes. 

" The boy, who was about ten years of age, was a very noble, 
handsome little fellow, and I often walked to their humble 
lodgings to see him and his good parents, who always received 
me with the most lively demonstrations of joy. 

" To these good people I determined to apply for advice and 
assistance. Fortunately my application was made in a lucky 
moment. Mr. Bassett was about to leave your uncle's office, 
and he strongly recommended me to his old master, as a pefton 
well known to him ; of excellent character, and who was every 
way competent to fill his place. 

" I was accepted. You know the rest. 

"Our friendship, dear Geoffrey, rendered my situation far 
firom irksome, while it enable me to earn a respectable living. 
At present, I have learned little, that can throw any addi- 
tional light upon my sad history. Alice Mornmgton still lives, 
and is about to become a mother. Theophilus, the dastardly 
author of her wrongs, is playing the lover to the beautiful 
Catherine Lee, who is a ward of his father's. 

"From the conversation that passed between Dinah North 
and Mr. Moncton in your chamber, I suspect that my poor Alice 
is less guilty than she appears. Dinah has some deeper motive 
than merely obliging Robert Moncton, in wishing to make you 
a bastard. I feel confident that this story has been recently got 
np, and is an infamous falsehood. If true, you would have 
heard of it before, and I advise you to leave no stone unturned 
to frustrate their wicked conspiracy." 

" But what can I do ? I have neither money nor friends ; and 
my uncle will take precious good care that no one in this city 
shall give me employment.'^ 

10 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



218 THS MOyCTOKS. 

" Go to Sir Alexander. He expressed an interest in your 
sitnatlon. Tell him the story of your wrongs, and, depend npon 
it, he will not tnrn a deaf ear to your complaint. I know that 
he hates both father and son, and will befriend yon to oppose 
and thwart them.'' 

My heart instantly caoght at this proposal. 

" I will go I" I cried. " But I want the me^ns." 

'' I can snpply yon with the necessary funds," said George Har- 
rison, for I must still call him by his old name. " And my offer 
is not wholly disinterested. Perhaps, Geoff, you may be the 
means of reconciling your friend to his old benefactor. But this 
rnv^ be done cautiously. Dinah North must not know that I 
am aliye. Her ignorance of this fact, places this wicked woman 
in onr power, and may hereafter force her to reveal ^hat we 
want to know." 

I promised implicit obedience to these injunctions, and 
thanked him war^lly for his confidence and adrice. His st^ 
had made a deep impression on my mind. I longed to serye 
him. Indeed, I loved him with the most sincere affection; 
regarding huu in the light of a beloved brother. 

In a fortnight, I was able to walk abroad, a>nd was quite 
impatient to undertake my Yorkshire journey. 

Harrison was engaged as a writer in the office of a respect- 
able solicitor in Lincoln'e Inn Fields, and we promised to 
correspond regularly with each other during my absence. 

He generously divided with me the little money he possessed, 
and bidding God bless and prosper my journey, he pressed me 
to his warm, noble heart and bade me farewell. 

I mounted the York stage, and for the first time in my life, 
bade adieu to London and its environs. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

iTY VISIT TO HONGTON PARK. 

It was a fine, warm, balmj tsyenii^ in Maj — green delicious 
May. With what delight I gazed abroad opoa the &ce of 
NatoFe. Ererj scene was new to me, and awakeoed fealings 
ci curiosity and pleasure. 

Jost out of a sick-bed, and after haTing hem eonfiBed for 
weeks in a dusky, badly ventilated and meanly furnished garret, 
OEiy heart actually bounded with rapture, and, I drank in health 
a&d hope &om the fresh breeze that swept, the hair from my 
pale brow and hollow cheeks. 

Ah, glorious Nature 1 beautiful, purest of all that is pure and 
holy. Thou visible perfection of the invisible God. I was 
young tiben, and am now old, but never did I find a genuine love 
of thee, dwelling in the heart of a deceitful, wicked man. To 
love thee, we must adore the God who made thee ; and how- ' 
ever sin may defile what originally He pronounced good, when 
we return with child-like simplicity to thy breast, w« find the 
hi^iness and peace which a loving parent can alone bestow. 

Nothing remarkable occurred during my journey. The 
coach, in due time, deposited me at the gates of the Lodge, in 
which my poor Mend Harrison had first seen the light. 

An involuntary shudder ran through me, when I recognized 
old Dinah North, standing within the porch of the cottage. 

She instautly knew me, and drew back with a malignant 
BcowL 
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Directing the coachman to leave my portmanteau at the 
village inn, until called for, I turned up the broad avenue of 
oaks that led to the Hall. 

The evenmg was calm and lovely. The nightingale was 
pouring his first love-song to the silent dewy groves. The per- 
fume of the primrose and violet made every swelling knoll redo- 
lent of sweets. I paused often, during my walk, to admire the 
beauty of a scene so new to me. 

Those noble hills and vales ; that bright-sweeping river ; 
those bowering woods, just bursting into verdure, and that 
princely mannon, rising proudly into the clear blue air — all 
would be mine, could I but vindicate my mother's honor, and 
prove to the world that I was the offspring of lawful wedlock. 

I felt no doubt myself upon the subject. Truth may be 
obscured for a while, but cannot long remain hid. The innate 
eonsciousness of my mother's moral rectitude, never for a 
moment left my mind. A proud conviction of her innocence, 
which, I was certain, time would make clear. 

Full of these reflections, I approached the Hall It was an 
old-fashioned building, which had been created during the wars 
of York and Lancaster, now venerable with the elemental war 
of ages, and might, in its day, have stood the shock of battle 
and siege. It was a fine old place, and associated as it was 
with the history of the past, sent a thrill of superstitious awe 
through my heart. 

For upwards of three hundred years it had been the birth- 
place of my family. Here they had lived and flourished as 
lords of the soil. Here, too, most of them had died, and been 
gathered into one common burial-place, in the vault of the pic- 
turesque gothic church, which stood embosomed in trees not fur 
from the old feudal mansion. 

While I, the rightful heir of the demesne, with a soul as 
large, — ^with heart and hand equal to do and dare, all that they 
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in their day and generation had accomplished — approacKed the 
old home, poor and friendless, with a stigma npon the good 
name which legally I might never be able to efface. 

But, courage, Geoffrey Moncton I He who first added the 
appendage of Sir to that name, rode among the victors at the 
battle of Cressy, and the war-shont of one of his descendants 
rang out defiantly on the bloody field of Aginconrt. Why need 
you despaur I England wants soldiers yet, and if you fail in 
establishing your claims to that name and its proud memories, 
win one, as others have done before you, at the cannon's 
mouth. 

I sent up my card, which gained me instant admittance. I 
was shown into the library, which Harrison had so often des- 
cribed. A noble old room pannelled to the ceiling, with carved 
oak now almost black with age. 

Here I fbund the Baronet engaged with his daughter in a 
game at chess. 

He rose to meet me with evident marks of pleasure, and 
introduced me to Miss Moncton, as a young cousin, in whom he 
ffelt much interested, and one with whom he hoped to see her 
better acquainted. 

With a soft blush, and a smile of inexpressible sweetness, 
the little fairy, for she was almost as diminutive in stature, 
bade me welcome. 

Her face, though very pleasing, was neither striking nor 
beautiful. It was, howevwp, exquisitely feminine, and beaming 
with intelligence, dignity and truth. Her large, dark, soul- 
lighted eyes were singularly beautiful. Her complexion, too 
Mr and pale for health ; the rich ruby-colored full lips and 
dazzling teeth, forming a painful contrast with the pure white 
cheeks, shaded by a dark cloud of raven tresses, that, parting on 
dther side of her lofty brow, flowed in rich curls down her snowy 
neck, and over her marble shoulders to her waist. 
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Her figure in mimatnre^ con^rised all that was gr&cefol and 
lovely in woman ; and her frank, unsophisticated manners re^* 
dered her, in spite of a faulty nose and mouth, yery attractiTe. 

After exchanging a few sentences, Miss Moncton withdrew, 
and I lost no time in explaining to her father the cause of mj 
visit — the manner in which I had been treated by my uncle, my 
recent illness, and the utter friendlessness of my preseat 
position. 

'' You told me, sir, to come to you at any crisis of difficulty, 
for advice and assistance. I have done so, and shall feel most 
grateful for your counsels in the present emergency. I am willr 
ing and able to work for my bread; I only want on opening to 
be made in order to get my own living." 

" Your profession, Geoffrey ; why not stick to that ?" 

'' Most gladly would I do so, had not Robert Moncton put 
the finishing stroke to his dastardly tyranny, by .tearing my 
indentures, and by this malicious act destroyed the labor of 
seven years." 

" Curse him I the scoundrel I the mean, cowardly scoundrel !" 
cried Sir Alexander, striking the table with such violence with 
his clenched hand, that kings, queens, knights, bishops and com- 
moners made a general movement to the other side of the chess- 
board^ ** Never mind, Geoffrey, my boy, give me your hand — 
I will be your friend — will restore you to your rights, if it costs 
me the last shilling in my purse— ay, or the last drop in my 
veins. Let the future, for a short time, take care of itselfi 
Make this your home ; look upon me as your father, and we 
shall yet live to see this villain reap the reward of his evil deeds.'' 

" Generous, noble man I" I cried, while tears of joy and gra- 
titude rolled down my cheeks, "how can I ever hope to 
repay you for such disinterested goodness V 

** By never alluding to the subject, Geoffrey. Give me back 
the love your father once felt for me, and I shall be more than 
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repaid. Besides, my lad, I am neither so good nor so disinter- 
ested as 70a give me credit for. I hate, detest, despise that 
uncle of yonrs, and I know the best way to annoy him is to 
l)efriend yon, and get yon safe ont of his yiUainOns clutches. 
This is hardly doing as I would be done by, but I can't help it. 
No one blames another for taking a fly out of a spider's web, 
when the poor devil is shrieking for help, although he be the 
spider's lawful prey. But who does not applaud a man for 
rescdng his fellow man f^om the grasp of a cannibal — and that 
Robert Moncton is a regular man-eater — ^a wretch who grows 
fiit upon the substance of his neighbors." 

I could hardly help laughing at this outbreak of temper on 
the part of my worthy kinsman. 

" By the by, Geoffirey," said he, *' have you dined V^ 

" At the last inn we stopped at on the road." 

"The Hart ; a place riot very famous for good cheer. Their 
beef is generally as hard as their deer's horns. Let me order up 
refreshments." 

" By no meantf. Ton forget, Sir Alexander, that of late I 
have not been much used to good living. The friend on whose 
charity I have been boarding is a poor felloW^ like myself" 

"Well, we must have our cliat over a glass of old wine." 

He rang the bell. The wine was soon placed upon the table, 
and most excellent it proved. I was weak from my long con- 
ihiement to a sick chamber, and tired with my journey ; I never 
enjoyed a glass of wine so mu6h in my life. 

"What do you think of Moncton, Geoffrey f 

"It is a glorious old place." 

" Wish it were yours— don't you 7 Confess the truth, now." 

" Some fifty years hence," I said, laughing. 

"You would be too old to enjoy it, Geoff ; but wait patiently 
God's good time, and it may be yours yet. There was a period 
in my Kfe ;" and he sighed a long, deep, regretful sigh," when I 
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hoped that a scm of mhie would be master here, but as that can- 
not be, and I am doomed to leave no male heir to my name and 
title, I know no one whom I wonld rather see in the old place 
than my cousin Edward's son/' 

" Your attachment to my father must have been great, when, 
after so many years, you extend it to his son." 

" Yes, Geofl&rey, I loved that wild, mad-cap father of yours 
better than I ever loved one of my own sex ; but I suffered one 
rash action to separate hearts which were formed by nature to 
understand and appeciate each other. You are not acquainted 
with this portion of the family history. Pass the bottle this 
way, and I will enlighten your ignorance." 

"When your grandfather, in the plenitude of his worldly 
wisdom, for he had a deal of the fox in his character, left the 
guardianship of his sons to his aged father, it was out of no 
respect for the old gentleman, who had cast him off rather un- 
ceremoniously, when his plebeian tastes led him to prefer being 
a rich citizen, rather than a poor gentleman ; but he found, that 
though he had amassed riches, he had lost caste, and he hoped 
by this act to restore his sons, for whom he had acquired wealth, 
to their proper position in society. 

** My grandfather. Sir Robert, grumbled a good deal at 
being troubled with the guardianship of the lads in his old age. 
But when he saw those youthful scions of his old house, he was 
so struck with their beauty and talents, that from that hour 
they held an equal place in his affections with myself, the only 
child of his eldest son, and heir to his estates. 

" I was an extravagant, reckless young fellow of eighteen, 
when my cousins first came to live at Moncton ; and I hailed 
their advent with delight. Edward, I told you before, had been 
an old chum of mine at school ; and when Robert was placed 
in a lawyer's office, he accompanied me to college to finish my 
education. He was intended to fill his father's place in the m^ 
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cantile world, bat he had little talent or inclination for sach a 
life. All his tastes were decidedly aristocratic, and I fear that 
mj expensive and dissipated habits operated onfarorably on his 
open, generous, social disposition. 

*' With a thousand good qualities, and possessing excellent 
talents, Edward Moncton was easily led astray by the bad 
example of others. He was a fine musician, had an admirable 
Yoice, a brilliant wit, and great fluency of speech, which can 
scarcely be called advantageous gifts, to those who don't know 
how to make a proper use of them. 

'* He was the life of the society in which we moved, courted 
and admired wherever he went, and a jolly time we had of it, I 
can tell you, in those classical abodes of learning and sin. 

" Edward gave me his whole heart, and I loved him with the 
most entire affection. But, though I saw that my example 
acted most pemibiously (m his easy disposition, I wanted the 
moral courage to give up a course of gaiety and vice, in order 
to save him from ruin. 

" Poor Edward ! — ^I would give worlds to recall the past. 
But the bad seed was sown, and in time we ref^d the bitter 
fruits. 

" With all my faults — ^I was never a gambler ; women, wine, 
and extravagant living, were my chief derelictions from the paths 
of rectitude. 

" But even while yielding to these temptations, I was neither 
an habitual drunkard nor a heartless seducer of innocence, 
though I frequented haunts, where both characters were coii- 
stantly found, and ranked many such men among my chosen 
friends and associates. My moral guilt, was perhaps as great 
as theirs ; for it is vain for a man to boast of his not being intem* 
perate, because nature has furnished him with nerves, which 
enable him to drink, in defiance to reason, quantities which would 
deprive the larger portion of men of their senses. 

10* 
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'' Tour &ther thooght, boylike, for he wag foil tbree yetn 
my jamor, to proye hi9 title to manhood by following dosely in 
my steps, and too soon felt the evil efifocts of saeh a leader. 
He wasted his health in debauchery, and wine maddened hiia. 
The gaming-table held oat its dlorements, he wanted fortitude 
to resist its temptation, and was the loeer to a coasicl^aUe 
amoont. 

*' He kept this a secret from me. He was a minor, and lie 
feared that it might reach my grandfother's ears, and t^atr Sir 
Robert wonld stop the supplies, until Ms debts were paid. 

** I heard of it- through a mutual friend, and very consistentiy 
imagined the crime far greater than any that I had commtted; 

'' The night before we Mt college, I followed him to Ins foTO- 
rite rendearous, which was held in the roonm of a ceitain young 
nobleman, unknown to the authorities, where students who #eiB 
known to belong to wealthy parents; met ta play hajMrd sad 
6eart^, and lose more money at a sitting, than could bo ref^aeid 
by the economy of years. 

''I was not one of Lord ^'s clique, and I s^t my 

card to Edward by a friend, requesting to q>eak to him on a 
matter of importance. After some delay, he came out to me. 
He was not pleased at being disturbed, and was much flushed 
with wine. 

" * What do you want, Alick ?' he said, in no very gentle tones. 

" ' I want you^ to come and help me prepare for our journey 
t<Hnorrow.' 

" * Tbfire will be plenty of time for that, by-and-by. I am 
engaged, and don't choose to be dictated to like a school-boy.' 

" ' You are mad,' said I, taking hold of his arm, * to go 
there at all. Those fellows will cheat you out of every penny 
you have.' 

" * That's my own look-out I tell you once for all, Alick, I 
don't choose you to ride rough-shod over me, because you feney 
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yourself superior. I will do as I {dea^e. I have lost a deal of 
money to-night, and I mean to play on nntll I win it back.' 

" * Yon will only lose more. You are not in a fit state to 
deal witli sharpers. You are so tipsy now, yon can hardly 
stand.' 

'' As I said this, I put my arm around him to liead him away, 
when he, maddened I suppose by drink and his recent losses, 
burst from me, and turning sharp round, struck me a violent 
blow on the face. ' Let that satisfy you, whether I am drunk 
or sober,' and with a bitter laugh^ he returned to the party he 
bad quitted. 

" Geoffrey, I felt that blow in my heart. The disgrace was 
little in comparison to the consciousness that it came from 
bis hand — ^the hand of the friend I loved. I could have 
retonxed the injury with tenfold interest. But I did nothing of 
the sort. I stood looking after him with dim eyes and a swel- 
ling heart, repeatiiig to myself — 

" ' Is it possible that Edward struck me V 

"That blow, however, achieved a great moral reformation. 
It led me to think — to examine my past life, and to renounce 
for ever those follies, which I now felt were debasing to both 
soul and body, and unworthy the pursuit of any rational 
creature. 

" The world expected me, as a gentleman, to ask satisfaction 
of Edward for the insult I had received. 

'* 1 set the world and its false laws at defiance. 

** I returned to my lodgings and wrote him a brief note, 
tdling him that I forgave him, and gently remonstrating with 
him on the violence of his conduct. 

" Instead of answering, or apologizing for what he had done, 
he listened to the advice of a pack of senseless idiots, who 
denounced me as a coward, and lauded his rash act to the 
ddes. 
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** To seek a reconciliation, woold be to lose his independence, 
tbej said, and prove to the world that he had been in the 
wrong. 

'* I, on mj part, was too prond to solicit his friendship, and 
left London before the effort of mntnal Mends had effected a 
change in his feelings. 

" Perhaps, as the injurer, he never forgave me for being the 
originator of the quarrel — be that as it may, we never met 
again. Mj grandfather died shortly after. I formed an unfor- 
tunate attachment to a person far beneath me in rank, and but 
for the horror of entailing upon myself her worthless mother, 
would certainly have made her my wife. 

" To avoid falling into this snare, I went abroad for several 
years, and ultimately married a virtuous and lovely woman, and 
became a happy husband and father, and I hope a better 
man." 

l^e Baronet ceased speaking for a few ininutes, then said 
with a half smile : 

'' Geoff, men are sad fools. After losing that angel, I came 
very near marrying my old flame, who was a widow at the time, 
and as handsome as ever. She died most opportunely, I am 
now convinced, for my comfort and respectability, and I gave 
up all idea of taking a second wife." 

This account tallied exactly with Harrison's story, which had 
given me a key to the Baronet's history. I inquired, rather 
anxiously, if he and my father remained unreconciled up to the 
period of his death. 

** I wrote to him frequently, Geoffrey, when time had healed 
the wound he iuflicted on my heart, but he never condescended 
to reply to any of my communications. I have since thought 
that he did write, and that his brother BiObert, who was always 
jealous of our friendship, destroyed the letters. I assure you, 
that this unnatural estrangement formed one of the saddest 
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erents in mj life ; and for the love I still bear his memory, I 
will never desert his orphan son.'' 

I thanked the worthy Baronet again and again, for the gene- 
rons treatment I had received from him, and we parted at a late 
hour, mntnaUy pleased with each other. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

A SAD EVENT. 

A nw weeks' residence foond me quite at home at the HalL 
My new-found relatives treated me with the aflfectionate famiiir 
arity that exists between old and long-tried Mends. I ceased 
to feel myself the despised poor relation — a creature rarely loved 
and always in the way, expected to be the recipient of all the 
kicks and cufb of the family to whom his ill-fortune has made 
him an attach^, and to return the base coin with smiles and 
flattering speeches. 

Of all lots in this hard world, the hardest to bear must be 
that of a domestic sneak ; war, war to the knife is better than 
such humiliating servitude. I could neither fawn nor cringe^ 
and the Baronet, who was a high-spirited man himself, loved me 
for my independence. 

The summer had just commenced. No hunting, no shootiog 
to wile away an idle hour. But Sir Alexander was as fond of 
old Izaak Walton's gentle craft, as that accomplished piscat(Mr| 
and we often rose at early dawn to stroll through the dewy paa- 
tures to the stream that crossed the park, which abounded with 
trout, and I soon became an excellent angler, and could hook 
my fish in the most scientific manner. 

When the days were not propitious for our sport, I accompa- 
nied Sir Alexander iu his rides, in visiting his model fiarms, 
examining the progress of his crops, the making of hay, the 
improYcd breeds of sheep and cattle, and all such healthy and 
rural employments, in which he took a patriarchal delight. 
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MftTgsretta generally accompanied na on these etpeditions. 
She was an excellent equestrian, and managed her high-bred 
roan with much skill and ease, never distnrMng tiie pleasure of 
^e ride by nervons or childish fears. 

" Madge is a capital rider I^ would the old Baronet exclaim. 
** 1 taught her myself*^ There is no affeotaUon — no show-<^ 
airs in her riding. She does that as she does everything else, in 
a^ quiet, natural way." 

The enjoyment of our country life was seldom disturiied by 
tSMtors. All tlie gi^t folks were in London ; the beauties of 
nature possessing far less attractions for them than the sophist^ 
eftted gaieties of the season in town. 

If his yotH;h had been disMpated, Sir Alexander coui'ted 
retirement in age, and was perfectly devoted' to the quiet happi- 
ness of a domestic life. 

Marjgai^tta, who shared all Ins tMtes, and whose presence 
appeaored necessary to his existence, had spent one season in 
London, but cared so little for the pleasures of the metropolis, 
that she resisted the urgent entreaties of her female friends to 
accompany them to town a second time. 

''I hate Lofidon> Cousin GeoflArey. There is no room in its 
crowded scenes for nature and truth. Every one seems intent 
upon acting a lie, and living in defiance of their reason and bet- 
ter feelings. I never could feel at home there. I mistrusted 
myself and every one else, and never knew what true happiness 
was, until I returned to the unaffected simplicity of a country 
Kfe,'' 

These sentiments were fully reciprocated by me, who had 
passed, within the smoky walls of the huge metropolis, the most 
vubappy period of my life. 

Some hours, every day, were devoted by Sir Alexander to 
bomness, during which he was closely closeted with Mr. Hilton, 
his steward, and to disturb him at such times was regarded by 
him as an act of high treason. 
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During these hours, Margaretta and I were left to amose 
ourselves in the best manner we could. She was a fine pianist. 
I had inherited my father's passion for music, and was never 
tired of listening to her while she played. If the weather was 
unfavorable for a ride or stroll in the park, I read aloud to her, 
while she painted groups of flowers from nature, for which die 
had an exquisite taste. 

The time fled away only too fast, and this mingling of 
amusement and mental occupation was very delightful to me, 
whose chief employment for years had been confined to musty 
parchments in a dull, dark office. 

Our twilight rambles through the glades of the beautiful 
park, at that witching hour when both eye and heart are keenly 
alive to sights and sounds of beauty, possessed for me the great- 
est charm. 

I loved — ^but only as a brother loves — ^the dear, enthusias- 
tic girl, who leaned so confidingly on my arm, whose glorious 
eyes, lighted up from the very fountain of passion and feeling, 
were raised to mine as if to kindle in my breast the fire of 
genius that emanated from her own. 

Her vivid imagination, fostered in solitude, seized upon 
everything bright and beautiful in nature, and made it her 
own. 

** The lips of song burst open 
And tbe words of fire rushed oat" 

At such moments it was impossible to regard Margaretta with 
Indifference. I could have loved — ^nay, adored — ^had not my 
mind been preoccupied with a fairer image. 

Margaretta was too great a novice in affairs of the heart, to 
notice the guarded coolness of my homage. My society afforded 
her great pleasure, and she wanted the conmion-place tact of her 
sex to disguise it from me. 
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Dear, lovelj, confiding Margaretta, how beaatifal does your 
em$lQ trath and disinterested affection appear, as I look back 
through the long yista of years, and find in the world so few who 
resemble thee I 

Towards the close of a hot day in Jnne we visited the fra- 
grant fields of new-mown hay, and Margaretta tired herself by 
chasing a pair of small, coqnettish blue butterflies, who hovered 
along the hedge, that bounded the dusty highway, like living 
gems, and not succeeding in capturing the shy things, she pro- 
posed leaving the road, and returning home through the Park. 

" With all my heart,'' said I. " We will rest under your 
jEaYorite beech, while you, dear Madge, sing with your sweet 
voice, the 

" Drowsy world to rest" 

We crossed a stile and entered one of the broad, green arcades 
of the glorious old park. 

For some time we reposed upon the velvet sward, beneath 
Margaretta's favorite tree. The slanting red beams of the set- 
ting sun scarcely forced their way through the thickly interlaced 
boughs of the forest. The sparkling wavelets of the river ran 
brawlmg at our feet, fighting their way among the sharp rocks 
that opposed a barrier to their downward course. We bathed 
our temples in the cool, clear waters. Margaretta forgot the 
dusty road, the independent blue butterflies, and her recent 
fatigue. 

" There is no music after all like the music of nature, Geof- 
frey," she said, untying her straw bonnet, and throwing it on the 
grass beside her, while she shook a shower of glossy black ring- 
lets back from her small oval face. 

\ " Not that it is the mstrument, but the soul that breathes 
through it, that makes the music. And Nature, pouring her 
soul into these waves, and stirring with her plaintive sighs these 
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branches abore us, airakens soimda which find an echo in tiie 
heart of all her children, who remain true to the teachings of 
the dime mother." Then turning suddenly to me, she said, 
" GeoflBrey, do you sing V 

** To please myself. I play upon the flute much bett^ than 
I sing. During the last half year I remained with my unde I 
inock lessons of an excellent master, and haying a good ear, and 
being passionately fond of music, I gained considerable profir 
dency. I had been an amateur performer for years." 

" And you never told me one word of this before." 

" I did not wish to display all my trifling stock of accomplish- 
ments at once," said I, with a smile. ** Those who possess but 
little are wise to reserve a small portion of what they have. 
You shall test its value the next rainy day." 

**In the absence of the flute, Geoffrey, you must give me a 
song. A song tha^ harmonizes with this witching hour and 
holiday time o' the year." 

''Then it must necessarily be a love song," said I ; ''youth 
and spring being the best adapted to inspire the joyousness of 
love." 

" Call not love joyous, Geoffrey; it is a sad and fearful thing 
to love. Love that is sincere is a hidden emotion of the heart ; 
it shrinks from vain laughter, and is most eloquent when silent, 
or only revealed by tears." 

I started, and turned an anxious gaze upon her pale, Sfpiritoal 



What right had I to be jealous of her ? I who was devoted 
to another. Yet jealous I was, and answered rather pettishly : 

" You talk feelmgly, fair cousin, as if you had experienced 
the passion you describe. Have you tasted the bitter sadness 
of disappointed love ?" 

"I did not say that." And she blushed deeply. "Yon 
chose to infer it." 
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I did not reply. The imsgs erf Hafrl90& rose in my mind.' 
For the first time I saw a strong likeness between them. Such 
a likeness as is often found between persons who stroogly 
assimilate — whose feelings, tastes, and pursuits are the same. 

Was it possible that she had loved him 7 I was anxious to 
find out if my suspicions were true ; and withont any prelude 
or apology commenced singing a littie mir that Qeorge had 
tanght me, both music and words being his own. 

SONG. 

« I loTod you long and tenderly, 

I urged my emit with tears ; 
Bat coldly and disdainftilly 

Ton croBhed the hope of years. 
I gazed upon your glowing dieek, 

I met jovir flashing eye ; % 

The words I stroye in vain to speak 

Were smothered in a sigh. 

I swore to loye you faithfully, 

Till death shonld bid ns part ; 
Bnt proudly and reproaelifhlly, 

You sported a loyal heart 
Despair is bold— you turned away, 

And wished we ne'er had met. 
Through many a long and weary day 

That parting haunts me yet. 

Nor think that chiHlog apathy. 

Can passion's tide repress — 
Ah, no; with fond idolatry, 

I would not loye thee less. 
Tour image meets me in the crowd. 

Like some fair beam of light, 
That bursting through its sombre cloud 

Makes glad the brow of night. 
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Then tarn sqr baid ci^Tity, 

Nor>l6t me floe in yain, 
Whilst with nnahaken oonstancj, 

I seek yonr feet again. 
Oae smile of thine can cheer the heart, 

That only beats to be 
United, ne'er again to part — 

Uj life I my Mmll— from thee. 

I sang my best, and was accounted by all the yoang men 
of my acquaintance, to bave a fine manly voice. But I was not 
rewiurded by a single word or encouraging smile. 

Margaretta's head was bowed upon her hands, and tears were 
streaming fast through ber slender fingers. 

'' Margaret, dearest Margaret I" for in speaking to her, I 
always dropped the Italianized termination of ber name. " Are 
you ill. Do speak to me." 

She still continued to weep. 

** I wisb I bad not sung tbat foolisb song." 

"It was only sung too well, Geoffrey.'' And sbe slowly 
raised ber bead and put back tb'e bair from ber brow. " Ah, 
wbat sad — wbat painfril recollections does tbat song call up. 
But with these, you bave notbing to do. I will not ask yon 
bow you became acquainted witb tbat air. But I request as a 
great favor, tbat you never sing or play it to me again." 

She relapsed into silence, wbicb I longed but did not know 
bow to break. At length sbe rose from the bank on wbicb we 
bad been seated, resumed ber bonnet, and expressed a wish to 
return to tbe Hall. 

*" The night bas closed in very fast," sbe said, " or is the 
gloom occasioned by the shadow of tbe trees ?" 

*' It is only a few minutes past seven, I replied, looking at 
my watcb. "Tbe hay-makers bave not yet left their work." 
We bad followed tbe course of the stream, on our homeward 
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path, and now emerged into an open space in tlie Park. The 
sadden twilight which had descended npon ns was caused by a 
heavy pile of thunder clouds that hung frowning over the 
woods, and threatened to overtake us before we could reach the 
Hall. 

" How still and deep the waters lie/' said Margaretta. 
" There is not a breath of wind to ruffle them or stir the trees. 
The awful stillness which precedes a storm inspires me with 
more dread, than when it launches forth with all its terrific 
powers." . 

" Hark I There's the first low peal of thunder, and the trees 
are all trembling and shivering in the electric blast that fdlows 
it. How sublimely beautiful, is this magnificent war of ele- 
ments." 

" It is very true, dear cousin, but if you stand gazing at the 
clouds, we shall both get wet.'' 

'' GeoflQrey," said Margaretta, laughing, ''there is nothing 
poetical about you." 

''I have been used to the commonest prose all my life, 
Madge. But here we are at the fishing-house, we had better 
stow ourselves away with your father's nets and tackles until 
this heavy shower is over " 

No sooner said than done. We crossed a rustic bridge which 
spanned the stream, and ascending a flight of stone steps, 
reached a small rough-cast building, open in front, with a bench 
running round three sides of it, and a rude oak table in the 
middle, which was covered with fishing-rods, nets, and other 
tackle belonging to the gentle craft. 

From this picturesque shed Sir Alexander, in wet weather, 
could follow his favorite sport, as the river ran directly below, 
and it was considered the best spot for angling, the water 
expanding here into a deep still pool, which was much fire* 
qnented by the finny tribes. 
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We veae both iooa seated in the bj-oovered pCfsA^ fte 
bonej-iockle hanging its porfomed tassels, dripping with the mhi, 
ahoTe oar heads, while the dematis and briar-rose gare out to 
the shower a doable portion of delicate inc^ise. 

The scene was in nnison with Margaretta's poetical te mp es t 
aient. She enjoyed it with her whole heart ; her beaatifdl eyes 
tarknf ol of love and adoration. 

ISie landscape yaried every moment Now all was black aad 
lowering; lightnings pierced with their arrowy tongoes Ihe 
heavy foliage of ihe frowning woods, and load peals of thunder 
reverberated among the distant hills ; and now a solitary son- 
beam straggled throngfa a rift in the heavy cioad, and ^ghted 
np the gloomy spene with a smile oi celestial beanty. 

Margaretta snddenly grasped my arm ; I followed the dteoi 
tion of her eye, and beheld a tall female figare, dressed in deep 
monming, pacing to and fro on the bridge we had jost orossed. 

Her long hair, nnconfined by cap or bandage, streamed in wfid 
confasion ronnd her wan and wasted featnres, and regardless af 
the pelting of the pitiless storm, she continued to hurry bade- 
wards and forwards, throwing her hands into the air, and 
striking her breast like one possessed. 

" Who is she ?" I whispered. 

" The wreck of all that once was beantifuV signed Marga^ 
etta. " It is Alice Mornington, the danghtw of one of mj 
father's tenants." 

^* Alice Mornington ! Qood Heavens ! is that poor mad- 
woman Alice Mornington V 

Margaretta looked sorprised. 

" Do you know this poor girl ?" 

I felt that I had nearly betrayed myself, and stammered out 
*' Not personally ; I know something of her private history, 
whieh I heard accidentally before I came hare.'' 

« Qeoffirey, no sister ever loved another more devotedibf tibea 
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I IgreA that poor girl— than I loye her still. After ^e forsook 
tiie path of yirtae, my father forbade me having the least inter- 
Goorse with h^. Mj heart bleeds to see her thus. I cannot 
stand cahnly by and witness her misery. Stay here, while I go 
•ad Bijpeak to her." 

With noiseless toead she glided down the stone steps, and 
gained the bridge. The quick eye oi the maniac (for sudi she 
appeared to be) however, had detected the movement, and with 
a load shriek she flung herself into the water. 

To spring to the bank, to plunge into the stream, and as she 
rose to the surface, to bear the wretched girl to the shore, was 
but the work of a moment. Brief as the time was that had 
elapsed between the rash act and her rescue, she was already 
insensible, and with some difficulty I succeeded in carrying her 
iq) the steep stairs to the fishing'house. 

It was some seconds before suspended animation returned, 
and when at length the large blue eyes unclosed, Alice awoke to 
eonsdouiQiess on the bosom of the fond and weeping Mar- 
garetta. 

" Oh, Miss Moncton I" sobbed the poor girl, " why did you 
save me — ^why did you recall me to a life of misery — ^hy did 
you not let me die when the agony of death was already over ?" 

" Dear Alice I" said Margaret, soothingly, '' what tempted 
-you to drown yourself ? You know it is wrong to commit a deed 
like this." 

"I was driven to desperation by the neglect and.oruelty of 
those whom I love best on earth." 

** Do not reproach me, dear Alice," said Margaret, almost 
choking with emotion. " It is not in my nature to desert those 
I love. My heart has been with you in all your sorrows, but I 
dared not disobey my father." 

'' Oh, Misis Moncton, it was not of you I spoke. I could 
not expect you to countenance one whom the whole neighbor- 
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hood joined to condemn. If others Iiad onlj treated Bie liatf at 
well, I should not have been reduced to such straits." 

''Alice, you must not stay here in these wet clothes. You wift 
get your death. Lean on my arm. I will take you home." 

" Home I I have no home. I dare not go home. She is 
there 1 and she will taunt me with this, and drive me mad again." 

<* Then come to the Hall, Alice ; I will talk to you there, and 
no one shall hear us but your own Margaret." 

" Qod bless you, Miss Moncton, for all your kindness, li 
would, indeed, be a great relief to tell you all the grief that SBb 
my heart. Yes, I will go with you to-night. The m<Nrrowiiiay 
take care of the things that belong to it. Now, or ne^er. 
There may be no to-morrow on earth for me." 

** Cheer up, poor heart. There may be happiness in store for 
you yet," said Margaret. 

*' For me ?" and Alice looked up with an incredulcms mUe ; 
so sad, so dreary, it was enough to make you weep, that w3d 
glance passing over her wan features. " Oh, never again for 
me." 

She suffered herself to be led between us to the Hdl. Mar^ 
geiei directing me by a path that led through the gardens to a 
private entrance at the back of the house. Alice was com- 
pletely exhausted by her former violence. I had to put my arm 
round her slender waist, to support her up the marble stair- 
case. I left her with Margaret, at her chamber-door, and 
retired to my own apartment, to change my wet clothes. 

Miss Moncton did not come down to tea. 

Sir Alexander was in the fidgets about her. " Where's 
Madge? What the deuce is the matter with the girl. She 
went out with you, Geoffrey, as fresh as a lark. I will hold yon 
responsible for her non-appearance." 

I thought it best to relate what had happened. He looked 
very grave. 

"A sad business. A very sad business. J wish Madge 
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vonld keep her Imnds clear of that girl. I am sorry for her, 
too. But you know, Geoffrey, we cannot set the opinion of the 
world entirely at defiance. And what a man may do with 
impunity, a young lady must not.'' 

** Miss Moncton has acted with true Christian charity. It is 
a thousand pities that such examples are so rare.'' 

** Don't think I blame Madge, Geoffrey. She is a dear, 
good girl, a little angel. But it is rather imprudent of her to 
bring the mistress of Theophilus home to the house. What will 
Mrs. Grundy say 7" 

"Margaret has no Mrs. Grundies," said I, rather indignantly. 
" She will not admit such vulgar, common-place wretches into 
her society. To the pure in heart all things are pure." 

''Well done I young champion of dames. You will not suffer 
Msrgaretta to be blamed without taking her part, I see.'' 

'* Partkakrly, sir, when I know and feel that she is in the 
right." 

** She and I must have a serious talk on this subject, to-mor* 
row. In the meanwhile, Geoff, bring here the chess-board, and 
let OB get through a dull evening in the best way we can." 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 

A DlJSGOYERY. 

Thk next morning I receiyed from Margaretta, a circmnstan- 
iial detail d what had passed between Alice and her on the 
previons evening. 

*' After I undressed and got her to bed» she fell into a deep 
sleep, which lasted nntil midnight. 1 was reading bj the table» 
not feeling at all inclined to rest. Hearing her moving, I went 
to her, and sat down on the bed, and asked how she felt 
herself. 

^ * Better in mind, Miss Moncton, bnt far from well My head 
aches badly, and I have a dnll pain in my chest.' 

•* * Yon have taken cold, Alice. I mnst send for the doctor.' 

*" Oh I no, no. He could do me no good — mine is a malady 
of the heart. If my mind were at ease, I should be quite w«lL 
I do not wish to get well. The sooner I die the better.' 

" * Alice, you must not talk so. It is very sinful.' 

" ' You are right. I am a great sinner. I know it only too 
well. But I cannot repent. All is dark here,' and she laid her 
hand upon her head. ' I cannot see my way through this thick 
darkness — ^this darkness that can be felL You know, liOss 
Moncton, what the Bible says, ** The ligwbf the wicked shall 
be put out in obscure darkness." My light of life has been extin- 
guished, and the night of eternal darkness has closed over me.' 

« < We must pray to Qod, Alice, to enlighten this awM 
darkness.' 
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•* ' Pray I — I cannot pray. I am too hard — too proud to pray. 
God has forsaken and left me to myself. If I could discern one 
ray of light — one faint glimmer only, I might cherish hope.' 

" There was something so truly melancholy, in this description 
of the state of her mind, Geofi&ey, that I could not listen to 
her with dry eyes. 

" Alice, for her part, shed no tears, bat regarded my emotions 
with a look of mingled pity and surprise, while the latent 
insanity, mider which I am sure she is laboring, kindled a glow 
on her death-pale face. Rising slowly in the bed, she grasped 
my arm. 

*' * Why do you weep ? Do you dare to think me guilty of 
that nameless crime ? Margaretta Moncton, you should know 
me better. Don't you remember the ballad we once learned to 
repeat, when we were girls together ? — 

***Not mine to acowl a guilty eye, 
Or bear the brand of shame ; 
Oh, God I to brook the taanting look 
Of Fillan's wedded dame. 

* " * Bat the lady bore the brand in spite of all her boasting. 
But I do not. I am ajwife — His lawful wedded wife, and my 
boy was no child of shame, and he dare not deny it. And 
jet,' she continued, falling back upon her pillow, and clutching 
the bed-clothes in her conyulsire grasp, ^he spurned me from 
lu0i^-f?ie, his wife^the naother of his child. Yes, Miss Mono- 
ton, spumed me from his presence, with hard words and bitter 
taunts. I could have borne the loss of his love, for I have long 
ceased to respect him. But this — this has maddened me.' 

"I was perfectl|f astonished at his unexpected disclosure. 
Seeing doubt expressed in my face, she grew angry and vehement. 

" ' It is true. Why do you doubt my word ? I scorn to 
utter a falsehood. When, Miss Moncton, did I ever during our 
long friendslup deceive yoa V 
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" * Never, Alice. Bat your story seemed improbable. Like 
you, I am in the habit of speaking fearlessly my mind.' 

" She drew from her bosom a plain gold ring, suspended by a 
black ribbon roand her neck. 

" * With this ring we were married in Moncton church. Our 
bans were published there, in your father's hearing, but he took 
no heed of the parties named. I have the certificate of my 
marriage, and Mr. Selden, who married us under the promise of 
secresy, can prove the truth of what I say. The marriage was 
private, because Theophilus was afraid of incurring his father's 
anger.' 

" * And what has become of your child, Alice ?' 
" * He is dead,' she said, mournfully. ' He caught cold, 
during a long journey to London, which I undertook unknown 
to my grandmother, in the hope of moving the hard heart of my 
cruel husband. It was of no earthly use. I lost my child, aod 
the desolate heart of the forsaken, is now doubly desolate.' 

" The allusion to her baby seemed to soften the iron obstinag' 
of her grief, and she gave way to a passionate burst of tears. 
This, I have no doubt tranquillized her mind. She grew calmer 
and more coUected^-consented to take some refreshments, aod 
then unfolded to me at length, the tale of her wrongs. 

** Oh, Geoffrey I what a monster that Theophilus Moactoft 
must be. I may be wrong to say so, but I almost wish that 
poor Alice were not his wife, and so will you, after yon hav9 
heard all that I have to tell you. 

*^ Theophilus, it appears, from her statements, took a fancy ta 
Alice, when she was a mere child, and his passion strengthened 
for her at every visit he subsequently paid ^ the HalL 

" After using every inducement to overcome her int^prity, 
rather than lose his victim, he proposed a private marriage. 

** This gratified the ambition of the unfortunate girl, wh9 
knew, that in case of my father dying without male issue, her 
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lover would be the heir of MoDcton. She was only too glad to 
close with his offer, and they were married in the parish church 
by the Rev. Mr. Selden, all the parties necessary to the perfor- 
tnance of the ceremony being sworn and bribed to secresy. 

" For a few months Theophilus lavished on his young bride 
great apparent affection, and at this period, his visits to the 
Hall were very frequent. 

" Alice, who had always been treated like a sister by me, now 
grew pert and familiar. This alteration in her former respectful 
manner greatly displeased my father. 'These Morningtons,' 
he said, * are unworthy of the kindness we have bestowed upon 
them, and like all low people, when raised above their station, 
they become insolent and familiar.' 

" Rumor had always ascribed young Moncton's visits to the 
Hidl, to an attachment he had formed for me. The gossips of 
tiie village changed their tone, and his amour with Alice became 
fbe scandal of the day. 

*' My father having ascertained that there was some truth 
tn these infomous rq>orts, sent me to spend my first winter in 
London, with Lady Grey, my mother's only sister, and told 
IHsab North that her grand-daughter for the future would be 
^omidered as a stranger by his family. 

'* I wrote to Alice from London, telling her that I could not 
beHeve the evil things said of her ; and begged her, as she 
Tatned my love and friendship, to lose no time in clearing up 
1li6'aspersi<ni8 east upon her character. 

" To my earnest and affectionate appeal, she returned no an- 
swer, and all intercourse between us ceased. 

^ Three months after this, she became a mother, and my father 
forbade me to mentlbn her name. 

"It appears, that from this period she saw little of her hus- 
band. That he, repenthug bitterly of Ills sudden marriage, treated 
ber with cddneas and neglect 
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** Dinah North, who was privy to her marriage, took a jour- 
ney to London, to try and force Mr. Moncton to acknowledge 
her granddanghter as his son's wife ; in case of his refusal threat- 
ening to expose condact of his which woold not bear investi- 
gation. 

*' Dinah failed in her mission — and my dear father, pitying 
the condition of the forlorn girl, sought himself an interview 
with Mr. Moncton on her behalf, in which he begged your 
uncle to use his influence with Theophilus, to make her his 
wife. 

'* The young man had been sent abroad, and Mr. Moncton 
received my father's proposition with indignation and cootemiity 
and threatened to disinherit Theophilus if he dared to take soeh 
a step without his knowledge and consent. 

*' In the meanwhile, the unfortunate Alice, withering beneath 
the blighting influence of hope deferred, and unmerited neglect, 
lost her health, her beauty, and by her own account, at tines 
her reason. 

" Hearing that her husband had returned to England, she 
wrote to him a letter full of forgiveness, and breatfaiBg the UEiost 
devoted affection — and told him of the birth of his son, wbom 
she described, with all a mother's doting love. 

" To this letter she received, after a long and torturing delay, 
the following unfeeling answer. She gave me this precious 
document. 

** Read it, Geoffrey. It puts me into a fever of indignatioD ; 
I cannot read it a second time." 

I took the letter from her hand. 

How well I knew that scrupulously neat and feminine sped- 
men of caligraphy. It was an autograpB worthy of Q<iieen 
Elizabeth, so regularly was each letter formed, the lines nmning 
in exact parallels ; no flutter of the heart causing the least 
deviation from the exact rule. It ran as follows : 
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" Whj do yoa oonttood ta trouble tie witti letters wbloh are noi worth 
the postage? I hate to reoeive them, and from this time forward will 
■eiurn them unopened. 

** Your best policy is to remain qoiet, or I will disown the connection 
between ns, and free myself from your importunity by conmgning you to 
a mad-house. 

"T K J' 

« XJnlediDg aconndrel 1" I exclaimed ; " sorely this affectionate 
bOlet most have destroyed the last q)ark of affection in the 
breast of the nnhappy girl/' 

/**^ Women are stride creatoreSi Oeoffrey, and often ding 
inth most pertinacity to those who care little for their regard, 
wiile they take a perverse pleasore in slighting those who really 
lore th^»— 80 it is with Alice. The worse he treated her, the 
more y^mentiy she clung to him. To make a final appeal to 
liis ealloQS heart she undertook the journey to London alone, 
wkk her baby in her arms, and succeeded under a feigned name 
in getting admittance to her husband. 

" Ton know the result. He spumed the wife and child from 
his presence. The infant was taken sick on its homeward jour- 
ney, and died shortly after she reached her grandmother's 
cottage ; and she, poor creature, will soon follow it to the grave, 
£Mr I am convinced that she is dying of a broken heart." 

Margaret was quite overcome with this sad relation. Wiping 
the tears from her eloquent black eyes, and looking me sadly in 
tbe &ee^ she SMd, with great earnestness : 

" And now, Geoffrey, what can we do to serve her ?" 

" Inform Sir Alexander of these particulars. Let him obtain 
from Alice the l^al proofs of her marriage, and force this base 
Theoi^uB — ^this disgrace to the name of a man, and of Mone- 
ton, to acknowledge her publicly as his wife. In the meanwhile, 
I will write to her brother, and inform hun of this important 
diseovery.** 
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'' Her brother 1" and Margaretta turned as pale as death ; 
^ what do yon know of Philip Momingtou 1" 

" He is my friend — my dearest, most yalned friend.** 

" Thank God he is alive I'' 

" And likely to live/' said I, leading her to a chair ; for we 
had been standing daring oar long conversation in the deep 
recess of the library window. " Margaret, will yoa be offended 
if I ask yoa one qnestion 1'* 

** Not in the least, coasin.'* 

" And will yoa answer me with yoor nsoal candor T^ 

" Why shoald yoa doabt it, Geoffrey f she said, tremlAng 
with agitation. 

" Do you love Philip Momington 1^ 

" I do, Geoffrey — I have loved him from a child, but not in 
the way yon mean — not sach love as a girl tbels for her lover. 
I could not think of him for one moment as my husband — so, it 
is a strange interest I feel in his destiny — I feel as if he were a 
part of me, as if I had a natural right to love him. He is so 
like my father, only milder and less impetuous, that I have 
thought it possible that he might be his natural son — and if so, 
my brother.'' 

What a relief was this declaration to my mind. I could not, 
for a moment, doubt its sincerity, and I rejoiced that the dear 
tender-hearted creature before me, was not likely to wreck her 
peace in loving one whom she could not wed. 

Yet, that she did love some one I felt certain ; and though I 
dared not prosecute the inquiry, it was a problem that I was 
very anxious to solve. 

I left my fair cousin, to write a long letter to George Harri- 
son, in which I duly informed him of all that had taken place 
since I left London. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

MT 8BG0KD INTERVIBW WITH DINAH NORTH. 

An boor had scarcely elapsed, when I received a message from 
Jim MoBctOQ, requesting my presence in the drawing-room, 
where I found her engaged in an earnest conversation with Alice, 
who looked more like a resuscitated corpse, than a living crea- 
ixff% ; 80 pale and death-like were her beantifol features. 

She held out her hand, as I approached the sofa on which she 
wa0 rediniog ; and tl^nked me in low and earnest tones for sav- 
ing her life. There was an ejqpresslon of pride, almost aristo- 
cratk^ on her finely cut lips, which seemed to contradict the 
fcatitude she expressed. 

" I was not in my right mind, Mr. Geoffrey, — no one is, I 
have read and been told, who makes an attempt upon his own 
life. I had suffered a great calamity, and wanted moral courage 
to beiur it : I trust God will forgiye me." 

I told her that I deeply sympathized with her unfortunate 
situation, and would gladly do anything in my power to 
terve heir. 

" That is more than Theophilus would do for you. If there 
» a person whom he hates more than me, it is yourself. Yon 
can serve me very materially. MissHoncton tells me, that you 
know my brother Philip, intimately.'' 

I nodded assent. 

"Write to him, and tell him from me, how sincerely I 
repent my past conduct to him — that I am not quite the guilty 

11* 
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cveatore he took me for ; though swayed bj minds mora 
dannglj wicked to commit evil. Tell him not to aveuge mj 
wrongs OQ Theophilas. There is one in beayen who will be my 
Avenger — who never lets the thorooghlj bad escape nnponished ; 
and tell him/' and she drew a deep sigh — *' that Alice Moocton 
died 1)lessing him." 

** Shall I go to London, and bring him down to see joa J" 

''No, no 1" she cried, in evident alarm, ''he mnst not foe seen 
in this neighborhood." 

'' That would be bringing the dead to life/' said I, pointedlj. 
She gave me a furtive look. 

*' Yes, Alice, Philip told me that dreadfol story. I do noi 
wonder at yoor repugnance to his coming here ; and were it not 
for your share in the business, I would commit that atrodoni 
woman to take her trial at the next assizes." 

" H<»rrible 1" muttered Aliee, hiding her face in the sofia pil* 
lows. " I did not think that Philip would betray me, after all I 
did to save his life." 

" Your secret is safe with me. I would to Qod, that other 
family secrets known to you and Dinah, were in my keej^ng.^ 

" I wish they were, Mr. Geoffrey, for I have too miK^ opoa 
my conscience, overburdened as it is with the crimes of others. 
But I cannot tell you mauy things important for you to 
know, for my lips are sealed with an oath too terrible to be 
broken." 

** Then I must go to Dinah," I said angrily, '' and wrest the 
truth fix)m her." 

Alice burst into a wild laugh — *' Rack and fhggot would not 
do it, if she were determined to hold her tongue — ^nsy, she . 
would suffer that tongue to be torn out of her head, b^ore she 
would confess a crime, unless, indeed, she were goaded on by 
revenge. Listen, Mr. C^ifrey, to the advice of a dying woman. 

" Leave Dinah North to Qod and h&t own ciniseiesee. Be* 
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ftnre matij months are over, her hatred to Robert Moncton and 
his son will tear the reluctant secret from her. Had mj son 
Ihred,** another heavy sigh, "it would have been different. Her 
unlntion, like my love, has become dost and ashes." 

^ Aliee,'* I said solemnly, "yon have no right to withhold 
knowledge which involves the happiness of others ; even for 
your oath's sake.'^ 

" It may be so, but that oath inv<^ves an eternal penalty 
which I dare not bring npon my soul." 
/' Ood can absolve from all rash vows.'' 

** Ay, those who believe in Him, who love and trust Him. I 
bdaeve, simply because I fear. But love and trust, — alas, the 
comfort, tiM assoranee which firings from faith, was never felt 
by me." 

" Dinah may die, and the secret may perish with her," cried 
I, growing desperate to obtdn information on a sul^ect of suck 
vital importance to my friend — perhaps to me. 

" That is nothing to me," she replied, coldly. 

** Selfish, ungenerous woman I" 

She smiled scornfully. " The world, and your fomily espe- 
CH^, have given me great encouragement to be liberal." 

'^ Is Philip your brother 7" I cried, vehemently, determiiied to 
Biorm the secret out of her. 

"What is that to you? Tet, perhaps, if the. truth were 
t<^d, you would be the first to wish it buried in oblivion." 

There was a lurking fire in her eye as she said this, that 
startled me. 

" Do you wish to prosecute the inquiry ?" she added, with the 
bitter snnle Whieh made her face, though beautifhl, very repulsive. 

A glance of contempt was my sole answer. 

"Well, once for all I will tell you, Mr. Geoflfrey, lawyer 
thoi^ you be, that your cross^uestioning is useless. What I 
know about yon aad yours shall remain unknown, as far as I 



Digitized 



byGoogk 



S88 VKS V9V«T«Vf. 

aoi ecMKanied— aaa ikall go down witk me to tbe grave. Ibi 
memory of mj mother is too dear to me for any words of yonre 
to dra|^ from me the trost she reposed in me. Yoa hare had 
your answer. Go--4 wish to be alone." 

In Tain I argned, entreated, and eren threatened. There was 
too mnch oi the learen of Old Dinah in her granddaughter's 
character for her to listen to reason. ' 

. She became ylolent and obstinate, and pat an end to this 
strange conference by rising, and abniptly leaving the room* 
I looked after her with feelings less tinctnred with eoi^assioa 
than annoyance and contempt. 

" ForgiTO her, (Geoffrey/' said Margiuret, who had Uiteiied in 
silent astonishment to the conrersation ; '' hvt reason is dia« 
ordered ; she does not know what she says." 

*' The madness of wickedness," I said, sharply. " She is* as 
wide awake as a fox. It may eeem harsh to say so, bat I led 
little pity for her. She is artfol and seMsh in the extreme, and 
deserves her fate. Jast review, for a moment, her past 
life." 

*' It will not bear investigation, Geoffrey. Yet, with all these 
faults I loved her so fondly — ^love her still, and will never desert 
her while a hope renudns, that throagh my iistromentality her 
mind may be diverted to the contemplation of better things." 

** She is not worthy of the trouble you take aboat her," said 
I, shrugging my shoulders. '' Have yoa informed your father 
of her marriage with Theophilns ?" 

^* Tes, and he was astonished. Theophilns was the last per- 
son in the world, he thought, who would cmnmit himself in that 
way.. Papa said, that he would write to Robert Moncton, and 
make a statement of the facts. I coald almost pity him ; thia 
news will throw him into such a transport of rage. 

" When Robert Moncton feels the most, he says little. He 
acts with silent, deadly force. He seldom speaks. He wffl 
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earse Tli6<^bilds In his beart, but speak fair of him to kifi ene* 
mies. I am aiixioas to know how all this will end." 

** My father wanted to see yon in the library,'' said Marga- 
retta. "Your conversation with Alice put it entirely out of 
my head." 

I fonnd 8ir Alexander seated at a table, snrronnded with 
papers. If there was one 'thing my good old friend hated more 
than another, it was writing letters. " Wise men speak — Ibols 
write their thoughts," was a favorite saying of his. He finng 
the pen pettishly from him as I entered the room. 

'^ Zounds, Geoffrey ! I cannot d^e paper with writing to 
tiiat BCOusdreL I will see Idiii myself. It will be some satMao- 
tkm to witiicss his chagrin. Who knows, but in the heat <A his 
displeasure, he may say scHnething that will i^rd a clue to 
wavri his treachery towards yoarselfl At all events, I am 
determined to make the experiment." 

- " He will make no sign. Robert Moncton never betrays 
IWBself." 

" To think that his clever Theophilus could make such a low 
marriage ; not but that the gurl is fur too good for him, and 
I, thiikk the degradation is e&tirely on her side." 

" The pair are worthy of each other," uud I. 

'' You are unjust to Alice, Geoffrey. The girl was a beauty, 
aod so elever, UU he spoilt her." 

'' l%e tiger is a beautiful animal, and the fox is clever ; but 
we hate the one, despise the other." 

The Baronet gave me a curious look. 

" How came you to form this diaraeter of the girl ?" 

*^ Partly from obeervailon ; partly from some previous know- 
ledge, obtained from a reliable source, before I l^t London." 

" But what of this journey," I said, anxious to turn the con- 
Twsaliim, " Do you seriously oootemplate again going up to 

tOWB?" 
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'' It 18 alraftdy dedded, I kave ordered the eamsfe to be «t 
the door by e%ht to-morrow xaorQing." 

" I do BOt ask joa to aoGCHnpany me, Geoffirej. I haye bon- 
ness cat oat for you daring my abseoce. Toa most start 
to-morrow for Derbyshire, and visit the parish in which your 
grand&ther resided for many years as curate, imder the Ber. 
James Brownson ; and where yonr tnother was born. I will 
sai^y the necessary lands for the journey." 

" And the ol^'ect of this visit 7^' I cried, eagerly. 

"To take lodgings in , or in the neighborhood, and, 

und^ a feigned name, iM*osecate inquiries respecting your 
mother's marriage. There must still be many persons linng 
to whom Ellen Rivers and her father were weU-known, who 
might give you much valuable information respecting her elope- 
ment with your father, and what was sud about it by the goa- 
sips at the time. If you find the belief general, that they were 
married, asoertidn the church in which the ceremony was said to 
have been performed — ^the name of the clergyman who offici- 
ated, and the witnesses who were present. All these particu- 
lars are of the greatest importance for us to know. 

" Take the best riding-horse in the stable, and if your money 
fails yon, draw upon me for more. Ton may adopt, for the 
time being, my mother's family name, and call yourself Mr. 
Tremain, to which address, all letters from the Hall will be sent. 

" Should Robert Moncton drop any hints, which can in aay 
way further the object of your search, I will not fail to write 
you word. 

" We win, if you please, start at the same hour to-morrow ; 
each on our different mission ; and may God grant us success, 
and a happj meeting. And, now, you may go and prepare for 
your adventure." 

I had long wished to prosecute this inquiry. Yet^ now the 
moment had arrived, I felt loath to leave tiie HalL 
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91ie~ society and presence of Mftrgaretto had becMre aeoes- 
sarj to my happiness. Yet, ineonsistentlj enough, I fancied 
myself desperately in love with Catharine Lee. I nerer sus- 
pected that my passion for the one was ideal — the first love of 
a boy ; while that for the latter, was real and tangible. 

How we suffer youth and imagination to deceire us in 
afifairs of the heart. We love a name, and invest the person 
who bears it with a thousand perfections, whieh have no exist- 
ence in reality. The object of our idolatry, is not a child of 
nature, but a creation of fancy, fostered in solitude by ignorance 
and self-love. Marriages, which are the offspring of first-love, 
are proverbially unhappy from this very circumstance, which 
leads us to overrate, during the period of courtship, the virtues 
of the beloved in the most extravagant manner ; and this spe- 
cies of adoration generally ends in disappointment — ^too often in 
disgust. 

Boys and girls in their teens, are beings without much refleo* 
tion.^ Their knowledge of character, with regard to themselves 
and others, is too limited and imperfect to enable them to make 
a judicious choice. 

They love the first person who pleases the eye and charms the 
fancy — for love is a matter of necessity at that age. 

Time divests their idol of all its imaginary perfections, and 
they feel, too late, that they have made a wrong choice. 

Though love may laugh at the cold maxims of prudence and 
reason, yet it requires the full exercise of both qualities to secure 
for any length of time domestic happiness. 

I can reason calmly now, on this exciting subject. But I 
reasoned not calmly then. I was a creature of passion, and 
passionate impulses. The woman I loved had no fault in my 
eyes. To have supposed her liable to the common errors and 
follies of her sex would have been an act of treason against the 
deity I worshipped. 
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I retired to my diamber, and fiMshed my letto te HarriMB. 

Tine day wore slowly away, as it always does, wh^i you 
expect any important event (m the monrow. 

The eTeaiug was bright and beautiful as an evening in Jane 
conld well be. Mugaretta had only been visible at dinner, her 
time having been ocoopied between Alke and making prepara- 
tions for her father's journey. 

At tea, she looked languid, and paler than nsnal, and when 
we rose from the table I proposed a stroll in the Park. She 
consented with a smile of pleasure, and we were soon waododng 
side by dde beneath our favorite trees. 

** You will fed very lonely during your fiither's absence, my 
little cousin 7" 

*' Then you most exert all your powers of pleasing, Geoffrey, 
to supply his place." 

" But I am g(Ang too— I leave Moncton at the same time, for 
an indefinite period." 

** Worse and worse," and she tried to smile. It would not 
do. The tears were in l^r beautiful ^res. That look of Aoder 
inquiry caqsed a strange swelling at my heart 

'* You will not forget me, Margaret T' 

** Do you think it such an easy matter, that yon de^a it 
necessary to make such a request." 

" I am but a poor relation, whom few persons would n^^rd 
with other feelings than those of indifference. This I know, is 
not the case with your excellent father and you. I shall ever 
regard both with gratitude and veneration — and I feel certain, 
that should we never meet again, I should always be remem- 
bered with affectionate kindness." 

** You know not how deservedly dear yon are to as both. 
How moch we love you, Qeoffr^ — and I would fain hope that 
these sentiments are reciprocal." 

Though this was said in perfect simplicity. The flushed cheek, 
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and deim*oa«t eye, rerei^ed tke state of the speaker's heart, 
I felt — I knew — she loved me. Bat, madman that I was, oat 
of mere contradiction, I considered myself boond by a romantic 
attachment, which had ne?er been declared by word or sign, to 
Catherine Lee. 

*' Toa )o?e me, dear Mai^^wret," I cried, as I dasped her hand 
in mine, and kissed it with more warmth than the disclosare I 
was aboat to make, warranted. 

** Ood knows 1 how hi^py this blessed discovery woidd have 
DHMte me, had not my aiections beeo pre-engaged." 

A deep blnsh mantled over her face — she trembled violently 
as ^e gentfy drew her hand from mine — and answered with a 
modest dignity, which was the offspring of parity and trnth, 

" I wiH not deny, Geoffrey, that I love yon. That what yon 
have said gives me severe pain. We are not accountable tot 
oor affections — I am sorry that I saffsred my foolish heart to 
betray me. Yet, I mast love yoa still, coasin," she said, weep- 
ing. '* Year very misfortaaes endear yoa to me. Forget this 
OKWuentary weakness, and only think of me as a loving friend 
and kinswoman." 

Mastering her feelings with a strong efiEort, she bade me good 
a%ht, and slowly walked back to the Hall. 

I was overwhelmed with confosion and remorse. I had won- 
tonly q)orted with the affections of one of the gentlest and 
noblest of hnman beings, which a single hint, dropped as if 
accidentally, of a previons passion might have prevented. 

Between Catherine and me, no words of love had been 
exchanged. She might be the love of another — ^might be a 
wife, for anything I knew to the contrary. I had nother seen 
nor heard anything r^^ding her for some months. I had 
sacnioed the peace and happiness of the generoos, confiding 
Margaretta, to an idol, which might only exist in my own heated 
imaginatioii. 
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Bitterlj I cmsed mj MLj wl»n rdpentance canie loo bte. 

I was too mach vexed and annoyed with mjself to retani to 
tiie Hall, and I rambled on until I fonnd mjseii of|>osite to the 
fishi^^oase. 

The river lay before me gleaming in the settii^ son. Eveacy* 
tling aroimd was cakn, peaceful and beantifol, but there was no 
rest, no peace in my heart. 

As I i^proached the rostlc bridge from which the wsetehei 
Alice had attempted soioide, I peroeiTed a human figure seated 
on a stone on the bank of the river, in a crouching, listless atti- 
tode. This exdtsd my curiosity, and catching at anything that 
might divert my thoi^hts from ike nnpleasiast train in wiuoh 
they had been running for the last hour, I struck off the patii I 
Jukd been pursuing, which led directly to the public road, and 
soon reached the object in question. 

Wrapped in an old grey mantle, with a r^ silk handfcerchiflC 
tied over her head, her cMn resting between her long boi^ 
liands, and her eyes shut, at b«it intentiy on the ground, I 
recognized, with a shudder of aversion and disgust, the remarkar 
ble face of Dinah North. 

Her grizzled lo(^ had partly escaped ttom thm bandage^ 
and fell in thin, stragglii^ lines over her low, wrinkled f<»rdiead. 
The fire of her deep^eated dmrk eyes was hidden beneath thdr 
drooping lids, and she was. muttmng to herself some strange^ 
uninteUigiUe gibberish. 

She did not notice me until I purposely placed mysdf between 
her and the rivw that rolled silently and swiftly at her 
feet. 

Wittoit man^esting the least surprise at the unceremonious 
manner in which I had disturbed her reverie, she slowly raised 
her witch-like countenance, and for a few seconds surveyed me 
with a sullen stare. 

As if satisfied with my identity, she accosted me with the 
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sanie sareastic writhing of the npper lip, which on onr first 
interview had giren me the key to her .character. 

" Ton, too, are a Moncton, and like the rest of that accursed 
race, are fair and false. Toor dark eyes all fire— yonr heart m 
cold as ice. Prond as Lucifer — ^inexorable as the grare — ^woe to 
those who pnt any trust in a Moncton ; they are certain of di»- 
aj^intment — sure to be betrayed. Pass by, young sir, I have 
BO doubt that you are like the rest of your kin. I wish them no 
good, but evil, so you had better not cross my path.'' 

" Your hatred, Mrs. North, is more to be coreted than your 
friendship. To incur the first, augurs some good in the person 
thus honored ; to possess the last, would render us worthy of 
your Close." ' 

^'Ha, haP returned the grim fi^id, laughing inmically, 
** your knowledge of the world has given you a bitter spirit. I 
wish yon joy of the acquisition. Time wiU increase its acri- 
vaony. But I like your bluntness of speech, and prophesy from 
it that yon are bom to overcome the malignity of your 
•neiaieB.'' 

** And you," and I fixed my eyes steadily on her hideous 
couBtenanoe, " for what end were you born 7" 

" To be the curse of others," she answered, with a grim simle, 
which displayed those glittering white teeth within her fSadedi 
lleshless 1^, that looked like a row of pearls in a Death's head ; 
and there flashed from her swart eye a red light which made the 
hLood curdle in my veins, as she continued in the same taunting 
strain. 

" I haye been of use, too, in my day and generation. I have 
won many souls, but not for heaven. I have served my master 
well, and shall doubtless receive my reward." 

<» This is madness, Dinah North, but without excuse. It is 
the madness of guilt." 

" It is a quality I possess in common with my kind. The 
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world is made ap of madmen and fools. It is better tp belong 
to the first than to the latter class — to rnle, than to be rnled« 
Between those two parties the whole earth is divided. Know- 
ledge is power, whether it be the knowledge of evil or of good. 
I heard that sentence when a girl ; it never left my mind, and I 
have acted upon it through life." 

" It must have been upon the knowledge of evil — as your 
deeds can too well testify." 

" You have guessed right, young sir. By it, the devil lost 
heaven, but he gained hell. By it, tyrants rule, and mean men 
become rich ; virtue is overcome, and vice triumphs." 

** And what have you gained by it 1" 

" Much ; it has given me an influence in the world, which 
without it, never could have belonged to one of my degree. By 
it, I have swayed the destinies of those whom fortune had 
apparently placed beyond my reach. It has given me, Geoflfrey 
Moncton, power over thee and thine, and at this very moment, 
the key of your future fortune is in my keeping." 

'* And your life in mine, vain boaster. The hour is at hand 
which shall make even a hardened sinner like you acknowledge 
that there is a righteous God that judges in the ea,rth. 

" 1 ask you not for the secret which you say that you possess, 
and which, after all, may be a falsehood, in unison with the 
deceit and treachery that has marked your whole life — a lie, 
invented to extort money, or to gratify the spite of your malig- 
nant heart. The power that punishes the guilty and watches 
over the innocent, will vindicate the good name of which a 
wretch like you would fain deprive me." 

" Don't be too sure of celestial aid," she said with a sneer, 
'* but make to yourself friends of the mammon of unrighteous- 
ness, as the wisest policy. Flatter from your Uncle Robert the 
ill-gotten wealth that bis dastardly son, Theophilns, shall never 
possess.^ 
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"This advice comes well from the sordid woman who sold 
her innocent grandchild to this same Theophilus, in the hope 
that she might enjoy the rank and fortone that belonged to the 
good and noble, and by this nnholy act, sacrificed the peace— 
perhaps the eternal happiness of that most wretched creature." 

The countenance of the old woman grew dark — dark as night. 
She fixed upon me a wild, inquiring gaze. 

" You speak of Alice. In the name of God, tell me what 
has become of her I" 

"Upon one condition," I said, laying my hand upon her 
shoulder and whispering the words into her ear. "Tell me 
what has become of Philip Mornington." 

" Ha I" said the old woman, trying to shake off my grasp— 
" what do you know of him ?" 

" Enough to hang you — something that the grave in the dark 
shrubbery can reveal." 

" Has she told you that The fool — the idiot ; in so doing 
she betrayed herself." 

"5Ae told me nothing. The eye that witnessed the deed con* 
fided to me that secret. The earth will not conceal the stain 
of blood. Did you never hear that fact before? Is not my 
secret as good as yours, Dinah North? Are you willing to 
make an exchange ?" 

The old woman crouched herself together, and buried her face 
between her knees. Her hands opened and shut with a convul- 
sive motion, as if they retained something in their grasp with 
which she was unwilling to part. At length, raising her head, 
she said in a decided manner : 

" The law has lost in you a worthy member ; but I accept the 
terms. Come to me to-morrow at nine o'clock." 

" To-night, or never I" 

" Don't try to force or bully me into compliance, young man. 
At my own time, and in my own way, alone, will I gratify your 
curiosity." 
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" Well, be it so — ^to-morrow. I will meet you at the Lodg« 
at nine to-morrow." 

She rose from her seat ; regarded me with the same wither- 
ing glance and catting smile, and gliding pajst me, Tanished 
among the trees. 

Exalting in mj success, I exclaimed — ''Thank God I shall 
know all to-morrow I" 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

AN KZPLAKAnON — DEPARTURS — ^DISAPPOINTMENT. 

I WAS 80 elated with the unexpected result of my meeting with 
Dinah North, that it was not until I missed the fairy figure of 
my sweet cousin at the supper table, that my mind. reverted to 
the conversation that had passed between us in the park. 

" Where is Miss Moucton ?" I asked of Sir Alexander, in a 
tone and manner which would have betrayed the agitation I felt, 
to a stranger. 

" She is not well, Qeoflfrey, has a bad headache, or is nervous, 
I forget which, and begged to be excused joining us to-night. 
These little female complaints are never dangerous, so don't 
look alarmed. My girl is no philosopher, and this double part- 
ing affects her spirits. She will be all right again when you 
come back." 

I sighed involuntarily. The provoking old man burst into a 
hearty laugh. 

" I am likely to have a dull companion to-night, Geoff. Hang 
it, boy, don't look so dismal. Do you think that you are the 
only man that ever was in love f I was a young man once. 
Ay, and a fine young man too, or the world and the ladies told 
great stories, but I never could enact the part of a sentimental 
lover. Fill your glass and drive away care. Success to your 
journey. Our journeys, I might have said — ^and a happy meet* 
ing with little Madge." 

I longed to tell Sir Alexander the truth, and repeat to him 
my conversation with his daughter. But I could not bear to 
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mortify his pride, for I coald not fail to perceire that he con- 
templated a uQion between ns with pleasure, and was doing his 
best to encourage me to make a declaration of mj attachment 
to Margaret. 

I was placed in a most unfortunate predicament, and in ordft 
to drown mj own miserable feelings, I drank more wine than 
usual, and gaining an artificial flow of spirits, amused mj gen- 
eirous patron with a number of facetious stories and anecdotes, 
until the night was far advanced, and we both retired to rest. 

My brain was too much heated with the wine I had drank, to 
sleep, and after making several ineffectual efforts, I rose from 
mj bed — relighted my candle, and dressing myself, sat down to 
my desk, and wrote a long letter to Margaretta, in which I 
informed her of my first meeting with Catherine Lee ; the inter- 
est which her beauty had created in my heart — the romantic 
attachment I had formed for her, and which, hopeless as it was, 
I could not wholly overcome. I assured Margaretta, that I felt 
for herself, the greatest affection and esteem — that but for 
the remembrance of this first passion, the idea that she loved 
me would have made me the happiest of men. That if she 
would accept the heart I had to offer, divided as I felt it was 
with another, and my legitimacy could be established, my whole 
life should be devoted to her alone. 

I ended this long candid confession, by relating verbatim my 
interview with Dinah North, and begged if possible, that I 
might exchange a few words with her before leaving the HalL 

I felt greatly relieved by thus unburdening my mind. I had 
told the honest truth, without fear, and without disguise ; and 
I knew that she, who was the mirror of truth, would value mj 
sincerity as it deserved. 

The sun was scarcely up when I dispatched my letter, and 
before the early breakfast, that had been ordered previous to 
our departure, was ready, I received the following answer — 
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'< Mr Dear Cousin Geovfret : 

Toor inyalaable letter has greatly raised you in my esteem ; 

I camiot Bofficiently adnure the conscientious scruples which dictated it — 

and though we cannot meet as lovers, after the candid revelation you 

^ave confided to me, we may still remain, what all near relatives ought 

^S be, firm and faithful Ariends. 

** To you I can attach no blame whatever, and J feel proud that my 
afleotions, though fixed upon an object beyond their reach, were bestowed 
upon one so every way worthy of them. ♦ 

'^Letus therefore forget our private sorrows, and drown unavailing 
regrets in doing all we can to serve Philip and his fidster. farewell — 
with dncere prayers for the successful issue of your journey, believe me, 
now and ever, your faithful and loving friend, 

KASOABETTi.." 

''What a noble creature she is," I said, as I pressed the 
letter to my lips; " I am indeed unworthy of such a treasure." 

Yet I felt happy at that moment — ^happy, that she knew 
all — ^that I had not deceived her, but had performed an act of 
painful duty, though by so doing I bad perhaps destroyed the 
brilliancy of my future prospects in life. 

With mingled feelings of gratitude and pleasure I met 
my dear cousin at the breakfast table. Her countenance, 
although paler than usual, wore a tranquil, and even cheerful 
expression. 

" Why, Madge, my darling," cried the baronet, kissing Jier 
pale cheek, ''you are determined to see the last of us — ^is your 
early rising in honor of Geoffrey or me ?" 

"Of both," she said, with her sweetest smile. "I never 
employ a proxy to bid farewell to my friends." 

Several efforts were made at conversation during the meal, 
which proved eminently unsuccessful. The hour of parting came. 
The baronet was safely stowed away into his carriage ; the 
noble horses plunged forward, and the glittering equipage was 
soon lost aiQpng the trees. I lingered a moment behind. 

12 



Digitized 



byGoogk 



266 THI M0K0T0N8. 

" Dear Margaret, we part friends.^ 

"The best of friends." 

'* God bless yoa, dearest and noblest of wom^i/' I aaid, 
faintlj; for mj lips qniyered with emotion; I conld scarcely arti- 
cnlate a word; "you have removed a load of anxiety from v^ 
heart To have lost your friendship would have been a severer 
trial to me, than the loss of name or fortune." 

" I believe you, Geoffrey. But never allude again to this pain- 
ful subject, if you value my health and peace. We understand 
each other. If God wills it so, we may both be happy, though 
the attainment of it may not exactly coincide with our present 
wishes. Adieu, dear cousin. You have my heart-felt prayers for 
your success." 

She raised her tearful eyes to mine. The next moment she 
was in my arms, pressed closely against my breast — a stifled 
Bob— one kiss — one long lingering embrace — a heavy melancholy 
deep-drawn dgh, and she was gone. 

I mounted my horse and rode quickly forward ; my thoughts 
80 occupied with Margaretta and that sad parting, that I nearly 
forgot the promised interview with Dinah North, until my prox- 
imity to the lodge brought it vividly to my remembrance. 

Fastening my horse to the rustic railing that fronted the cot- 
tage, I crossed the pretty little flower garden, and knocked 
rather impatiently at the door. My summons, though given 
in loud and authoritative tones, remained unanswered. 

Again and again I applied my hand to the rusty iron knocker; 
it awoke no response from the tenant of the house. She must 
be dead or out, I said, losing all patience; "I will stay here 
no longer," and lifting the latch, I very unceremoniously entered 
the cottage. All was silent within. The embers on tlie hearth 
were dead, and the culinary vessels were scatered over the floor. 
The white muslin curtains which shaded the rose-bound windows 
were undrawn. The door which led into the bed-room was open, 
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the bed made and the room mitenanted. It was evident that 
the old woman was not there. I called alond : 

** Dinah, Dinah North I Is any one within ?" 

No answer. 

I proceeded to explore the rest of the dwelling. In the front 
room or parlor, the contents of a small chest of drawers had been 
emptied ont on the floor, and some few articles of little value were 
strewn about In was an evident fact, that the bird was flown; 
and all my high-raised expectations resolved themselves into air. 

Whilst cursing the crafty old woman bitterly in my heart, my 
eye glanced upon a slip of paper lying upon a side table. I 
hastily snatched it up and read the following words traced in a 
bold hand : 

** Grooflfrej Moiic((Hi, when next we meet, your secret and mine will be 

of equal value. 

" Dinah North." 

I was bitterly disappoiuied, and crushing the paper in my 
hand, I flung it as far from me as I could. 

** Curse the old fiend. We shall yet meet. I will trace her 
to the utmost bounds of earth to bring her to justice." 

. I left the house in a terrible ill humor, and re-mounting my 
horse, pursued my journey to Derbyshire. 

It was late on the evening of the second day, when I reached 
the little village, over which my grandfather Rivers had exer- 
cised the pastoral office for nearly fifty years. The good man 
had been gathered to his fathers a few months before I was 
born. It was not without feeling a considerable degree of inter- 
est that I rode past the humble church, surrounded by its lofty 
screen of elms, and glanced at the green sward, beneath whose 
daisy-sprinkled carpet, the 

Bade forefathers of the village slept." 

The rain had fallen softly but perseveringly the whole day, 
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and I was wet, hungry, and tired — and the neat little inn, with 
its gay sign-board, white-washed walls and green window-blinds, 
was bailed as the most welcome and picturesque object which 
had met my sight for the last three hours. 

." Stay all night, sir ?" said the brisk lad, from whose helmet- 
like leathern cap the water trickled in the most obtrusiyely 
impertinent manner over his rosy, freckled face, as he 'ran 
forward to hold my horse. " Good accommodation for man 
and beast — capital beds, sir." 

** Yes, yes," I replied, somewhat impatiently, as. I threw him 
the reins and entered the brick passage of the Inn. '' Wh^e 
is the master of the house ?" 

"No master, sir," returned the officious lad, following me. 
" The master be a missus, sir. Here she come." 

** What's your pleasure ?" said a very pretty womj^n, aboot 
thirty years of age, advancing from an inner-room. She was 
dressed in widow's weeds, which became her very fair face amaz^ 
ingly, and led by the hand a rosy, curly-headed urchin, whose 
claims to general admiration were by no means contemptible. 
The mother and her lovely boy would hjave made a charming 
picture ; and I forgot, while contemplating the originals, that J 
was wet and hungry. 

With the quickness of her sex, Mrs. Archer perceived thai 
she had made a favorable impression on her new guest. And 
putting back the luxuriant curls from the white brow of her 
boy, she remarked, with a sigh : 

" He's young to be an orphan — ^poor child I" 

'* He is, indeed," I replied, kissing the little fellow, as I 
spoke ; " and his mother far too young and pretty to remain 
long a widow." 

" La, sir ; you don't say so," said Mrs. Archer, smiling and 
blushing most becomingly. " And you standmg all this while 
in the drafty, cold passage in your wet clothes. You can baye 
a private room and a fire, sir." 
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" And a good supper, I hope," said I laughing. " I have 
ridden fifty miles to-day, and I feel desperately hungry." 

" You sh^ have the best the house affords. Pray, walk 
this way." 

I followed my conductress into a neat little room. A fat 
country girl was on her knees before the grate striving to kindle 
the fire ; but the wood was wet, and in spite of the girPs exer- 
tions, who was supplying with her mouth the want of a pair of 
bellows, the fire refused to burn. 

" It's of no manner of use — no it isn't," said the gu:l. " I 
may blow till I bust, an' it won't kindle." 

" Try again, Betty," said her mistress, encouragingly. " You 
were always a first-rate hand at raising the fire." 

** But the wood wam't wet," returned the fat girl, discon- 
imtedly. ^* I cai^'t make it burn when it won't." 

And getting up from her fat knees she retreated, scowling 
idtemately at me and the refractory fire. 

The room looked cold and comfortless. The heavy rain 
dashed drearily against the narrow window panes ; and I 
inquired if I could not dry my wet clothes and eat my supper 
by the kitchen fire. 

" Oh, yes. If such a gentleman as you will condescend to 
enter my humble kitchen," was the reply. 

I did condescend — heaven only knows how gladly — and soon 
found myself comfortably seated before an excellent fire, in 
company with a stout, red-faced, jolly old farmer, and a thm, 
weazel-faced, undersized individual, dressed in a threadbare 
suit of pepper and salt, who kept his hat on, and wore it on one 
Bide with a knowing swagger, talked big, and gave himself a 
thousand consequential airs. 

This person I discovered to b^ the barber and great poli- 
tician of the village. Who talked continually of King George 
and tiie royal family ; of the king's ministers ; the war in 



Digitized 



byGoogk 



2T0 THI MOK0TON8. 

Rooshia, the burning of Moscow, and the destruction of tkat 
monster Bonyparty. 

The fanner, who was no scholar, and looked npon him of the 
strop and razor as a perfect oracle, was treating him to a pot 
of ale, for the sake of the news. The barber paying twopence 
a week for the sight of a second-hand newspaper. 

Mrs. Archer went softly up to the maker of perukes, and 
whispered something in his ear. He answered with a knowing 
nod, and without moving, stared me full in the face. 

" Not an inch will I budge, Mrs. Archer. One man's money 
is as good as another man's money. No offence to the gemmen, 
' A man's a man for a' that.' That's what I call real inde- 
pendence, neighbor Bullock." 

And his long, lean fingers descended upon the fat knee oi the 
farmer with a whack that rang through the kjtchen. 

" Deuce take you. Sheldrake. I wish you'd just show it in 
some other way," said the farmer, rubbing his knee. " Why, 
man, your fingers are as longand as lean as a crow's claws, and 
as hard as your own block, and sting like whip-cord. One 
would think that you had dabbled long enough in oil wad 
pomatum, and such like messes, to make them as white as a 
lady's hand, and as soft as your own head." 

*' They have been made tough by handling such hard num- 
skulls as yours, neighbor Bullock. That chin of yours, with its 
three days' growth of bristles, would be a fortune to a brick- 
layer, whilst it spoils my best razors, and never puts a penny 
into the pocket of the poor operator." 

** Operator f^^ repeated the farmer, with a broad, quizzical grin* 
" is that your new-fangled name for a shaver ? It's a pity you 
didn't put it on the board with the farago of nonsense, by which 
you hope to attract the attention of all the fool bodies in the 
town." 

" Don't speak disrespectfully of my sign, sir,^ quoth the little 
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barber, waxing wroth. "My sign is aa excellent sign — the 
admiration of the whole village ; and let me tell you that it is 
not in spUe and envy to pnt it down — ^let spite and enyy try as 
hard as they can. The genius that suggested that sign is not 
destined to go nnrewarded." 

** Ha, ha, ha I" roared the chewer of bacon. 

''Mrs. Archer," said the offended shaver, turning to the 
pretty widow with an air of wounded dignity truly comic, " did 
you ever before hear a Bullock laugh like a hog?" 

'* Dang it, man, such conceit would make a cow caper a hom- 
|Hpe, or a Shelled Drake crow like a cock." 

'' I beg you, Misier Bullock, to take no liberties with my 
name — especially in the presence of the fair sex," bowing grace- 
fully to Mrs. Archer, who was leaning upon the back of my 
chair, half suffocated with suppressed laughter. 

'' What are you quarrelling about. Sheldrake ?" said the good- 
natured widow. " Bullock, can't you let his sign alone ? It is 
something new, I hear — something in praise of the ladies." 

^* I was always devoted to the ladies," said the barber, " hav- 
ing expended the best years of my life in theur service." 

"Well, well, if so be that you call that powetry over your 
door a compliment to the women folk, I'll be shot I" said the 
farmer. " Now, sir," turning to me, " you are a stranger, and 
therefore unprejudiced ; you shall be judge. Come, barber, 
repeat your verses, and hear what the gemmen says of 
them." 

"With all my heart ;" and flinging his shoulders back and 
stretching forth his right arm, the barber repeated in a loud 
theatrical tone. 

" I, William Sheldrake, shave for a penny, 
Ladies and gentlemea^there can't come too many — 
With heads and beards— I meant to say 
Those who've got none may ke^ away.'* 
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A hearty bnrst of laughter from* ns all greatly disconcerted 
the barber, who looked as raefally at as as a stuck pig. 

" You hairy monster," quoth Mrs. Archer, " what do you 
mean by shaying the ladies? You deserve to be ducked to 
death in a tub of dirty suds. Beards fbrsooth," and she patted, 
with evident complacency, her round, white, dimpled chin ; 
'* who ever saw a woman with a beard 7 Did you take as bH 
for Lapland witches ? I wonder what our pretty young lady 
up at Elm Grove would say to your absurd verses." 

** That is no secret to me, Mrs. Archer. I do \ugw what 
she thinks of it. Miss Lee is a young lady of taste, and knows 
how to appreciate good poetry, which is more than some folks, 
not a hundred miles off, does. 

" She rode past my shop yesterday on horseback, and I saw 
her point to my sign with her riding-whip, and heard her say to 
the London chap that is allers with her, 

*' ' Is not that capital V 

''And he says, ^Capital! If that does not draw custom to 
the shop, nothing will.' So now, neighbor Bullock, yon may 
just leave off sneering at my sign." 

''I did not think Miss Lee had been such a fool," said Bui- 
lodf:, " but there's no accounting for taste." 

''Who is the gentleman that is staying at the Elms just 
now ?" asked Mrs. Archer. " Do you know his name ?" 

"I've heard," said Suds, "but really I quite forget. It 
either begins with an M or aa N." . 

" That's a wide landmark to sail by, Sheldrake. You might 
as well have added a P or a Q." 

" Stop," said the barber, " I can ^ve you a clue to it Do 
you remember, Bullock^ the name of the fine sporting gemman 
that ran off with Parson Bivers's daughter f I was a boy then, 
serving my time with Sam Strap." 

I started from the contemplation of the fine well-grilled 
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beef-Steak that Mrs. Archer was dishing for my especial 
benefit. 

" Well," said Sheldrake, " he is either a son or a nefj of his, 
and has the same name." 

" The deace he is ! That was Moncton if I mistake not. 
" Yes, yes, Moncton was the name. I well remember it, for it 
was the means of oar losing our good old pastor." 

** How was that ?" said I, trying to look indifferent. 

" Why, sir, do you see. Mr. Rivers had been many years in 
tiie parish. He married my father and mother, and baptized 
me, when a babby. He did more than that. He married mo to 
my old woman, when I was a man — ^bnt that was the worst job 
he ever done. 

'* Well, sir, as I was telling yon. He was a good man and a 
a Christain. But he had one little weakness. We have all our 
faults sir. He loved his pretty daughter too well — wise men 
will sometunes play the fool, and 'tis a bad thing to make too 
much of woman-kind. Like servants they grow saucy upon it. 
They always gets the advantage, any how, and our old parson 
did pet and spoil Miss Ellen, to her heart's content. 

** There was some excuse too for him, for he was an old man 
and a widower. He had lost his wife and a large family. Par- 
sons always have large families. My wife do say, that 'tis because 
they have nothing else to do. But I'se very sure, that I should 
find preaching and sermon work hard enough." 

'' Lord, man, what a roundabout way you have of telling a 
story," cried Suds, who was impatient to hear his own voice again. 
" Get on a little quicker. Don't you see, the gemmen's steak's 
argetting cold — and he can't eat and listen to you at the same 
time, an art I learnt long ago." 

" Mind your own business, Sheldrake," said the farmer, " I 
never trouble my head with the nonsense that is always frothing 
out of your mouth." 

12* 
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" Well, sir,'' turning again to me, " as I was saying ; his wife 
and family had all died in the consumption, which made him so 
afiraid of losing Miss Ellen, that he denied her nothing, and 
truly she was as pretty a piece of Qod's workmanship as ever 
yon saw — and very sweet-tempered and gentle, which beaaties 
seldom are. I had the misfortnne to marry a pretty woman, 
and I knows it to my cost. But I need not trouble you with 
my missus. It's bad enough to be troubled with her myself. 

" So, sir — as I was telling you. There came a mighty fine 
gentleman down from London, to stay at the Elm Grove, with 
my old landlord Sqdre Lee, who's dead and gone." 

'' This Squire Lee, was the son of old Squire Lee." 

*' I dare say, Bullock, the gemihan does not care a farthing 
whose son he was," cried the impatient barber. " You are so 
fond of genealogies, that it's a pity you don't begin with the 
last squire, and end with, which was the son of Seth, which 
was the son of Adam, &c." 

These interruptions were very annoying, as, I was on the tenr 
ter hooks to get out of the mountain of flesh, the head and tail 
of the story, he found such difficulty in bringing forth. 

" Pray go on with your story, friend," I said, very demurely, 
for fear of hurrying him into becoming more discursive. " I 
feel quite interested." 

** Well, sir, this young man came to stay at the Grove, during 
the shooting season ; and he sees Miss Ellen at church, and 
falls desperately in love with her. This was all very natural. I 
was a youngster myself once, and a smart active chap, although ' 
I be clumsy enough now, and I remember feeling rather queer- 
ish, whenever I cast a sheep's eye into the parson's pew." 

" But the young lady and her lover ?" — ^for I perceived that 
he was trotting off at full gallop in another direction — ** how 
did they come on ?" 

" Oh, ay. As young people generaly do in such cases. From 



Digitized 



byGoogk 



THE MONOTONS. 2*75 

exchanging looks, they came to exchanging letters, and then 
words. Stolen meetings, and presents of hearts cnt ont of 
tnmips, with a skewer put through them, to show the despera- 
tion of the case. That was the way at least, that I went a 
courting my Martha, and it took amazingly." 

" Hang you, and your Martha !" thought I, as I turned help- 
lessly to the beef-steak, but I felt too much excited to do it the 
least justice. 

After deliberately knocking the ashes from his pipe, and tak- 
ing a long draught of ale from the pewter pot beside him, the 
old farmer went on of his own accord. 

** I s'pose the young man told Miss Ellen that he could not 
live without her. We all tell 'em so, but we never dies a bit 
the sooner, for all that — and the pretty Miss told him to speak 
to her father, and he did speak, and to his surprise, old parson 
did not like it at all, and did not give him a very civil answer ; 
and turned the young chap out of the house. He said, that 
he did not approve of sporting characters for sons-in-law, and 
Miss Ellen should never get his consent to marry him. But as 
I told you before, sir. The women-folk will have theur own 
way, especially when there is a sweet-heart or a new bonnet in 
the case, and the young lady gave him her own consent, and 
they took French leave and went off without saying a word to 
nobody. 

** Next morning old parson was running about the village, ask- 
ing everybody if th^y had seen his child, the tears running over 
his thin face, and he raving like a man out of his head." 

" And were the young people ever married T' and in spite of 
myself I felt the color flush my face to crimson. 

** I never heard to the contrary. But it was not right of her 
to vex the poor old man | he took it so to heart, that it quite 
broke his spirit, and he lived but a very few months after she 
left him.*' 
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'' His death wm a great loss to the neighborhood. We nerer 
had a parson that coald hold a candle to him since. He was a 
father to the poor, and it was a thousand pities to see the good 
old man pining and drooping from day to day, and fretting him- 
self after the spoilt gall who forsook him in his old age." 

" Yon are too hard upon the young lady," said Suds, — " it 
was but human natur after all, and small blame in her to prefer 
a handsome young husband to an old sna£fy superannuated 
parson." 

" Did she ever return to ?" 

1' She came to see her father in his dying illness, but too late 
to receive his forgiveness, for he died while her step was on the 
stairs. His last words — ' Thank God Ellen is come, I shall see 
her before I die.' But he did not, for he expired directly the 
words were out of his mouth. She and her husband followed 
the old man to his grave, and baring her grief, I. never saw a 
handsomer couple." 

** Do you know," I said hesitatingly, the church in which they 
were married ?" 

" I never heard sir, not feeling curious to ask, as it did not 
concern me, but Mrs. Hepburn up at the grove, knows, she was 
Miss Lee then, and she and old parson's daughter went to school 
together, and were fast friends." 

" Thank you," I replied, carelessly, drawing my chaur from the 
table, " you have satisfied my curiosity." 

Though outwardly calm, my heart was beating violently. — 
Gould it be true, that I was in the immediate vicinity of Cather- 
ine and her aunt, and that the latter might be acquainted with 
the facts so infportant for me to procure. 

The hopes and fears which this conversation had produced 
had the effect of destroying my appetite. It was in vain that 
the pretty widow tempted me with a number of delicacies in the 
shape of sweet home-made bread, delicious fresh butter, and 
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hamming ale, the power of mental excitement overpowered the 
m&re gpratification of the senses. 

" Before I retired for the night, I had the mortification of 
seeing mj loquacious companions doing ample justice to the 
savory supper, from whic^ I had risen with indi£ference. 

I sought the solitnde of my chamber, undressed, and flung 
myself into bed. To sleep was out of the question. Catheriue 
Lee, Margaretta Moncton and my dear mother floated in a con- 
tinual whirl through my heated brain. My mind was a perfect 
chaos of confused images and thoughts ; nor could I reflect 
calmly on one subject for two minutes together. 

My head ached, my heart beat tumultuously, and in order 
to allay this feverish mental irritation, I took a large dose of 
laudanum, which produced the desired e£fect of lulling me into 
profound forgetfulness. 

The day was far advanced when I shook off this heavy unwhole- 
some slumber, but on endeavoring to rise, I felt so stupid and 
giddy, that I was fain to take a cup of coffee in bed. A table- 
spoonful of limejuice administered by the white hand of Mrs. 
Archer, counteracted the unpleasant effects of the opiate. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 



ELM OROYB. 



On calmly reviewing the conyersation of the past ni^^t, I 
determined to walk over to Elm Grove, and c<Hifide mj sdtaatioa 
to Mrs. Hepburn, who, as a friend of my mother's, might feel 
more interested in me, than she had done in Mr. Robert Mono- 
ton's poor dependent clerk. 

I was so well pleased with this plan that I immediately pat 
it into execntion, and gave myself no time to alter my resola- 
tion, nntil I fonnd myself waiting the appearance of the lady, in 
an elegant drawing-room, which commanded the most beantifol 
prospect of hill and dale, in that most beaatifal and romantic of 
English counties. 

Mrs. Hepburn was past the meridian of life. Her coonte- 
nance was by no means handsome, but the expression was gentle 
and i^preeable, and her whole appearance lady-like and pre- 
possessing. 

She had mingled a great deal in the world, which had given 
her such a perfect control over her features, that little could be 
read of the inward emotions of the mind, from the calm and 
almost immovable placidity of her face. 

A slight look of surprise at the sight of a visitor so unex- 
pected, and, in all probalHlity, equally unwelcome, made me feel 
most keenly the awkwardness of the situation in which I was 
placed. The cold and courteous manner in which she asked to 
what cause she was indebted for the pleasure of a visit from 
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Mr. Oeoflfrey Moncton, did uot tend to diminish my con- 
fusion. 

I suffered my agitation so completely to master me, that for 
a few seconds I could find no words wherewith to frame the 
most commonplace answer. * 

Observing my distress, she begged me to take a seat, and 
placing herself on the opposite side of the table, she continued 
to regard me with the most prOToking nonchalance. 

Making a desperate effort to break the oppressive silence, I 
contrived at last to stammer out, 

*' I hope, madam, you will excuse the liberty I have taken by 
thus intruding myself upon your notice ; but business of a very 
delicate and distressing nature induced me to apply to yon, as 
the only person at all likely to befriend me in my present 
difficulty." 

Her look of surprise increased ; nor do I wonder at it, con- 
sidering the ambiguity of my speech. What must she have 
thought ? Nothing very favorable to me, I am sure. I could 
have bitten my tongue off for my want of tact, but the blunder 
was out, and she answered with some asperity. 

That we were almost strangers to each other, and that she 
oonld not imagine in what way she could serve me, without my 
request was a pecuniary one, in which case, she owed me a debt 
of gratitude which she would gladly repay. That she had 
beard, with sorrow, from Mr. Theophilus Moncton, the manner 
in which I had been expelled from his father's office. That she 
bitterly lamented that she or her niece should have directly or 
indirectly have been the cause of my disgrace. She had been 
told, however, that the cause of Mr. Moncton^s displeasure 
originated in my own rash conduct, and she feared that no 
appUcation from her in my behalf, would be likely to effect a 
reconciliation between me and my uncle. 

The color burnt npon my cheek, and I answered with some 
warmth : 
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** Qod forbid, that I should ever seek it at his hands 1 It is 
neither to solicit charity nor to complain to yon, Mrs. Hepbnrn, 
of my past ill-treatment, that I sought an interview with yon 
this morning. Bnt — ^bnt" — and my voiee faltered, and my eyes 
songht the ground, ''I was tolddast night that you were the 
intimate friend of my mother." 

** And who, sir, was your mother T' 

" Her name was Ellen Rivers." 

" Good Heavens 1 you the son of Ellen Rivers ;" and the 
calm face became intensely agitated. " You, Geoffrey Monc- 
ton, the child of my first and dearest Mend. I was told yon 
were the natural son of her husband." ^ 

'' But was he her husband ?" and I almost gasped for breath. 

" Who dares to doubt it !" 

" This same honorable uncle of mine. He positively affirms 
that my mother was never lawfully the wife of Edward Mono- 
ton. He has branded the names of my parents with infamy, 
and destroyed every document, which could prove my legitimacy. 
The only advantage which I derived from a niggardly destiny — 
my good name — ^has been wrenched from me by this cold-blooded, 
dastardly villain I" 

I was too much excited to speak with moderation ; I trem- 
bled with passion. 

" Be calm, Mr. Geoffrey," said Mrs. Hepburn, speaking in a 
natural and affectionate tone. '' Let us go at length into the mat- 
ter, and if I can in any way assist you, I will do so most cheer- 
fully ; although I must confess, that as matters stand between 
the families just now, it is rather an awkward piece of business. 
Your uncle, perhaps, never knew that I was acquamted with 
Miss Rivers, or felt any interest in her fate. These deep-seeing 
men often overreach themselves. But let me hear the tale yoa 
have to tell, and then I can better judge of its truth or false- 
hood." 

Encouraged by the change in Mrs. Hepburn's tone and bear- 
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ing, I gaye her a brief dtatement of the eyents of my life, np to 
the hoar in which I came to an open rupture with my uncle ; 
and he basely destroyed my articles, and I found myself cast 
upon the world without the means of subsistence. 

Mrs. Hepburn was greatly astonished at the narration, and 
often interrupted me to express her indignation. 

" And this is the man, that bears such a fair character to the 
world. The friend of the friendless, and the guardian of inno- 
cence. Geoffrey Moncton, you make me afraid of the world, 
of myself — of every one. But what are you domg for a living, 
and what brings you into Derbyshire 2" 

" I am living at present in the family of Sir Alexander Mono- 
ton, who has behaved in the most generous manner to his poor 
relation,^' 

" You have in him a powerful protector." 

" Yes, and I may add, without boasting, a sincere friend. It 
is at his expense, and on his instigation that I am here, in order 
to find out some clue by which I may trace the marriage of my 
dear mother, and establish a legitimate claim to the title and 
estates of Moncton, at the worthy Baronet's demise, an event, 
which may God keep far distant " — I added with fervor. 

" If I fail in this object, the property devolves to Robert 
Moncton and his son." 

** I see it, I see it all— but I fear, Mr. Geoffrey, that your 
uncle has laid his plans too deeply for us to frustrate. I feel no 
doubts, as to your mother's marriage, though I was not present 
when that event took place, but I can tell you the church in 
which the ceremony was performed. Your mother was just of 
age, and the consent of parents was unnecessary, as far as the 
legality of the marriage was concerned." 

" God bless you I" I cried, taking the hand she extended to 
me, and pressing it heartily between my own. " My mother's 
son blesses you, for the kind sympathy you have expressed in 
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bis welfare. Ton are my good angel, and kare inspired me with 
a tboosand new and pleasing hopes." 

" These will not, however, prove yonr legitimacy my yoang 
Mend," she said, with a smile — " so restrain yonr ardor for a 
more fortunate time. I have a letter from yonr mother, written 
the morning after her marriage, describing her feelings daring 
the ceremony and the remorse that marred her happiness, for 
having disobeyed and abandoned her aged father. She mentions 
her old nnrse, and her father's gardener, as being the only wit- 
nesses present, and remarks on the sexton giving her away, 
that it was a bad omen, that she felt superstitions about it, 
and that her husband laughed at her fears. 

" The register of the marriage, you say, has been destroyed. 
The parties who witnessed it, are most likely gathered to their 
fathers. But the very circumstance of the register having been 
destroyed, and this letter of your mother's, will, I think, be 

greatly in your favor. At all events, the parish of is only 

a pleasant ride among the Derby hills ; and you can examine 
the registers for a trifling donation to the clerk ; and ascertain 
from hun, whether Mr. Koche, the clergyman who then resided 
in the parish, or bis sexton, are still living. 

''I will now introduce you to my niece, who always speaks of 
you with interest, and refuses to believe the many things ad- 
vanced by your cousin to your disadvantage." 

'' Just like Miss Lee. She is not one to listen to the slanders 
of an enemy, behind one^s back. I heard in the village, that 
Mr. Theophilus was in this neighborhood, and a suitor of Miss 
Lee's." 

** A mere village gossip. He is staying with Mr. Thurton, 
who lives in the piretty old-fashioned house, you passed on the 
hill, on your way hither, and is a frequent visitor here. Mr. 
Moncton is anxious to promote an alliance between his son and 
my niece. In birth and fortune, they are equals, and the 
match, in a worliUy point of view, unexceptional." 
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''AndTheophihisr' 

" Is the most devoted of lorws.'' 

'^Execrable yillain 1 and his poor young wife dying at the 
Hall of a broken heart. Can snch things be— and the vengeance 
oi heaven sleep I'' 

'' Ton don't mean to insinuate that Mr. Theophilos Moncton 
is a married man." 

" I scorn insinuations, I speak of facts — which to his face, I 
dare huu to deny." 

** My dear Kate I" cried Mrs. He||^am sinking back in her 
chair. *' I have combated for several weeks with what I con- 
sidered an unreasonable prejudice on her part against this mar- 
riage. And this very morning I was congratulating myself on 
the possibility of getting her to receive Mr. Moncton's suit more 
&T0rably. Ah, Mr. Geoffrey 1 doubly her preserver, your timely 
risit has saved the dear girl from unutterable misery." 

I then informed Mrs. Hepburn, of all the particulars of this 
unfortunate marriage. Of young Moncton's desertion and 
barbarous treatment of his wife — of her attempted suicide, and 
the providential manner in which she had been rescued by me 
from the grave. 

This painful interview, which had lasted several hours, was 
at length terminated by the entrance of Miss Lee and Theophi- 
lus, who had been absent riding with some friends. 

They entered from the garden, and Mrs. Hepburn and I were 
so deeply engaged in conversation that we did not notice their 
approach until Catherine called out in a tone of alarm : — 

*' Mr. GeofiErey Moncton here, and my aunt in tears 7 What 
can have happened 7" 

'' Tes, Kate, you will be glad to see an old friend," said her 
aunt. " To you, Mr. Moncton," turning to Theophilus, " he is 
the bearer of sad tidings." 

" Anything happened to my &ther 7" said Thec^hilus, looking 
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towards me with an expression in his green eyes, of intense and 
hnngrj inquiry, which, for a moment, overcame his first glance 
of aversion and contempt. 

I read the meuiing of that look, and answered scorn for 
scorn. 

** Of yonr fetther and kis affairs I know nothing. The tie of 
kindred is broken between ns. I wish that I knew as litUe of 
you and yonrs." 

" What do yon mean 7" and his pale cheek flushed with crimson. 
'* Is it to traduce my chaycter, to insult me before ladies, that 
you dare to intrude yourself in my company ! What brings 
you here f What message have you for me ?" 

*' With you," I said, coldly, " I have no business, nor did I 
ever wish to see you again. My steps were guided here by that 
Providence which watches over the innocent, and avenges the 
wrongs of the injured. It is not my ntlture to stab even an 
enemy in the dark. What I have to say to you will be said 
openly and to your face." 

"This is fine language," he said, bursting into a scomM 
laugh. ** On what provincial theatre have you been studying, 
since you were expelled my father's office f" 

" I have not yet learned to act the part of the hypocrite and 
betrayer, in the ^reat drama of life. Or by lying and deceit to 
exalt myself upon the ruin of others." 

" Go on, go on,'' he cried, ** I perceive your drift. You are 
a better actor than you imagine yourself. Such accusations as 
you can bring against me, will redound more to iny credit than 
praise from such lips." 

"Theophilus Moncton," I replied, calmly, "I did not invade 
the sanctity of this roof in order to meet and quarrel with you. 
What I have to say to you I will communicate elsewhere." 

" Here, sir, if you please — ^here to my face. I am no coward, 
and that you know of old. I am certain that you cannot name 
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anjthtog to my disadvantage, bat what I am able triumphantlj 
to refute." 

" Well — be it so then. I find yoa here a suitor for this lady's 
hand. Four days ago your wife attempted suicide, and was 
rescued from a watery grave by my arm." 

'* Liar I 'tis false I Do not listen, ladies, to this vile calum- 
niator. He has a purpose of his own to serve, by traducing my 
character to my friends. Let him bring witnesses more worthy 
of credit than himself, before you condemn me." 

''I condemn no one, Mr. Theophilus," said Mrs. Hepburn, 
gravely. " Sir Alexander Moncton is a person of credit, and 
your wife is at present under his protection. What can yon say 
to this r 

She spoke in vain. Theophilus left the room without deign- 
ing to r^Iy. We looked in silence at each other. 

Miss Lee was the first who spoke. 

" He is convicted by his own conscience. I thought him cold 
and selfish, but never dreamed that he was a villain. And the 
po<Nr young woman, his wife, what is her name P 

" Alice Mornington." 

A faint cry broke from the lips of Catherine. I caught her 
in my arms before she fell, and placed her in a chair ; she had 
famted. Mrs. Hepburn rang the bell for one of her female 
attendants, and amid the bustle and confusion of removing Miss 
Lee to her own apartment, I took the opportunity of retiring 
from the scene. 

'' What new mystery does this involve ?" I said half aloud, as 
I sauntered down the thick avenue which led from the house to 
the high-road. '' Why did the mention of that name produce 
such an effect upon Catherine 7 She cannot be acquainted with 
the parties. Her agitation might be accidental. 'TIS strange 
— very strange " 

** Stop I" cried a loud voice near me ; and pale and haggard, 
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his hands fiercely clenched, and his eyes starting from his head, 
Theophilos confronted me. 

" Geoffrey, this meeting mnst be onr last." 

*' With all my heart f and folding my arms I looked him 
steadfastly in the face. 

Never shall I forget the expression of that countenance, 
transformed as it was with furious passion ; livid, convulsed ; 
every feature swollen and quivering with malice and despair. 
It was dreadful to contemplate — scarcely human. 

How often since has it haunted me in dreams. 

The desire of revenge had overcome his usual caution. In 
the mood he was then in, his puny figure would have been a 
match for a giant. 

*' I seek no explanation of your conduct," he said ; ** we hate 
each other ;" he gnashed his teeth as he spoke. " I have ruined 
you, and you have done your best to return the compliment. 
But you shall not triumph in my disgrace. If we fall it shall be 
together." 

He sprang upon me unawares. He wonn'd his thin sinewy 
arms around me. I was taken by surprise, and before I could 
raise my arm to defend myself from his ferocious attack, I was 
thrown heavily to the ground. The last thing that I can dis- 
tinctly recollect was his tbin bony fingers grasping my throat. 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 

MY NURSE — AND WHO SHB WAS 

The night was far adyanced when I recoyered my senses. 
Hie room I occupied was large and spacious ; the bed on which 
I was lying snch as wealth supplies to her most luxurious child- 
ren. One watch-light with shaded rays, scarcely illuminated a 
small portion of the ample chamber, leaying the remote comers 
in kitense shade. 

A finale figure, in a long, loose, white wrapping-gown, was 
seated at the table reading. Her back was towards me, and 
my head was too heayy and my eyes too dim to recognize the 
p^son of the stranger. 

I stroye to lift my head from the pillow ; the effort wrung 
from my lips a moan of pain. This brought the lady instantly 
to my side. 

It was Mrs. Hepburn's face, but it faded from my sight like 
the faces that look upon us in dreams. Recollection and sight 
failed me — I remember nothing more. 

Many days passed unconsciously oyer me. Nearly three 
weeks elapsed before I was able to bear the light, or ask an 
explanation of the past. 

Mrs. Hepburn and Miss Lee were my constant attendants, and 
a middle-aged, respectable man in liyery, who slept in my apart- 
ment, and rendered me the most kind and essential seryices. 
Dan Simpson was an old servant of the family. Had been born 
on the estate, and liyed for thirty years under that roof. He 
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was a worthy, pious man, and daring my long, tedions illness 
we contracted a maCual friendship which lasted to the close of 
his life. Had it not been for the care and attention of those 
excellent women and honest Dan, I might never have lived to 
be the chronicler of these adventures. 

As I recovered strengh, Simpson informed me that the game- 
keeper had witnessed from behind the hedge my encounter with 
TheophUus, and prevented further mischief by bursting suddenly 
upon my adversary, who had the -dastardly meaness to give me 
several blows after I was insensible. 

Theophilus left his victim with savage reluctance. The game- 
keeper, thought at first, that I was dead, and he told him that 
he had better be off, or he would inform against him, and have 
him convicted for murder. This hint was enough, and Theophi- 
lus lost no time in quitting the neighborhood. 

I had fallen with the back of my head against the trunk of a 
large elm tree, which had caused concussion of the brain. 

'' You must be quite still, sir, and talk as little as possible, 
or 'twill be bad for you," said Simpson. " An the ladies must 
come near you as seldom as they can. We may manage to 
keep yon silent, sir, but I'll be dashed, if it be possible to keep 
women's tongues from wagging. They will talk — no matter the 
danger to themselves or others ; an' 'tis 'most impossible for a 
man not to listen to them. They be so good and pretty. I'd 
advise you. Master Geoffrey, to shut your eyes, when our young 
ludy comes in with the mistress to see you, an' then yoa'll no be 
tempted to open your ears." 

There was a good deal of wholesome truth in honest Dan's 
advice, but I lacked the resolution to adopt it. My eyes and 
ears were always wide open when my fair nurse and her aunt 
approached my bed side. 

It was delightful to me, to listen to the soft tones of Kate 
Lee's musical voice, when her sweet fair face was bending over 
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flie, and she inqnired in such an earnest and tender manner, how 
I was, and how I had passed the night ?** 

" Always the better for seeing and hearing yon, charming 
Kate, I would have answered had I dared." 

One afternoon, Kate was absent, and the dear old lady, her 
good aunt came to sit with me, and read to me while she was 
away. It was always good pious books she read, and I tried to 
feel interested ; but they were dull, and if they failed to convert 
me, they never failed in putting me to sleep. Knowing the result, 
I always listened patiently, and in less than half an hour was 
certain to obtain my reward. 

*' I have no doubt, that the soporific quality of these sermons, 
by quieting my mind and producing wholesome repose, did more 
to enhance my recovery, than all the lotions and medicines 
administered by the family physician — who was another worthy 
but exceedingly prosy individual.'' 

It so happened that this afternoon my kind old friend was 
inclined for a chat. She sat down near my bed, and after feel- 
ing my pulse, and telling me that I was going on nicely — she 
began to talk over my late misadventure. 

" It is a mercy that your life was spared, Geoffrey. Who 
could have imagined that your cousin, with his smooth courteous 
manners and silken voice was such a ruffian." 

" The snake is beautiful and graceful," said I, " yet the 
venom it conceals produces death. Theophilus has many quali- 
ties in common with the reptile. Smooth, insidious, and deadly. 
He always strikes to kill." 

His encounter with you, Geoffrey, has removed every doubt 
from our minds, as to his real character and the truth of your 
statements. I cannot think without a shudder, of the bare 
possibility of my amiable Kate becoming the wife of such a 
villain." 

" Could Miss Lee really entertain the least regard for such a 
man," I cried, indignant at the bare supposition. 

13 
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" Hash, Geoflfrey. You most not talk above a whisper. You 
know Dr. Lake has forbidden you to do that." 

** Kate never loved Theophilus. She might, however, have 
yielded to my earnest importunities for her to become his wife. 
Mr. Moncton is her guardian, and some difficulties attend the 
settlement of her property, which this union, would in all proba- 
bility have removed. You know the manner in which lawyers 
cut out work for themselves, Mr. Moncton. I have no doubt, it 
is the only real obstacle in the way." 

" More than probable," whispered I, for I wanted the old lady 
to go on talking about Kate; " but, dear Mrs. Hepburn, I have 
a perfect horror of these marriages without affection ; they 
seldom turn out well. Poor as I am I would never sacrifice the 
happiness of a whole life by contracting such a marriage." 

" Young people always think so, but a few years produce a 
great change in their sentiments. I am always sorry when I 
hear of a young man or woman being desperately in love, for it 
generally ends in disappointment. A heavy trial of this kind — 
a most unfortunate engagement in early youth, has rendered poor 
Catharine indifferent to the voice of love." 

I felt humbled and mortified by this speech. I turned upon 
my pillow to conceal my face from my kind nurse. Good 
heavens I Could it be true, that I had only loved the phantom 
of a dream — ^had followed for so many weary months a creature 
of imagination — a woman who had no heart to bestow upon her 
humble worshipper ? 

I had flattered myself that I was not indifferent to Miss Lee : 
had even dared to hope that she loved me. 

What visions of future happiness in store for m^ had these 
presumptuous hopes foretold. What stately castles had I not 
erected upon this sandy foundation, which I was now doomed to 
see perish, as it were within my grasp ? 

My bosom heaved, and my eyes became dim, but I proudly 
struggled with my feelings, and turning to Mrs. Hepburn, 1 
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inquired with apparent calmness, "If any letters had arrived 
for me?'' She said she did not know, bat wonld send to the 
post-office and inqnire. 

I then, by mere chance, remembered the name that Sir Alex- 
ander had bestowed upon me, and toLd Simpson, who had just 
then entered, to ask for letters for Mr. Tremain. 

I felt restless and unhappy, and feigned sleep, in order to be 
left alone — and when alone, if a few tears did come to my relief 
to coqI the fever in my heart and brain, the reader who has ever 
loved will excuse the weakness. 

I could not forgive my charming Kate, for having loved 
another, when I felt that she ought to have loved me. Had I 
not saved her life at the risk of my own — had I not been true 
to her at the sacrifice of my best interests, and slighted the pure 
devoted alBfection of Margaretta Moncton, for the love of one 
who loved me not — who never had loved me, though I had wor- 
shipped her image in the innermost shrine of my heart ? Alas 1 
foit poor human nature : this severe trial was more than my 
philosophy could bear. 

From these painful and mortifying reflections I was aroused 
by the light step of the beautiful delinquent, who, radiant in 
youth and loveliness, entered the room. 

I glanced at her from under my half-closed eyelids. I regard- 
ed her as a fallen angel. She had dared to love another, and 
half her beauty had vanished. 

She came to my bed-side, and in accents of the tenderest con- 
cern, inquired after my health. 

" What have you been doing, Geoffrey — not talking too mash 
1 hope ? You look ill and feverish. See, I have brought you a 
present — a nosegay of wild flowers, gathered in the woods. 
Are they not beautiful ?" 

To look into her sweet face, and entertain other feelings than 
tboee of respect and admiration, was impossible. I took the 
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flowers from the delicate white hand that profend them, and 
tried to thank her. My lips quirered. I sighed involiintarily, 
and tamed away. 

'' Yoa are out of spirits^ QwSrej, my dear friend," she said, 
mMag down by my bed-side, and placing her finger on the poise 
of the emaciated hand that lay listlessly on the coverlid ; '' yon 
mo^ try and orercome these fits of depression or yon will never 
get well I left yon dieerfnl and hopefol. My dear aunt ha« 
been preaching one of her long sermons^ and that has made yoa 
nervons and melancholy." 

Another deep sigh and a shake of the head — I could neither 
look at her, nor trust myself to speak. 

'' Yoor Imig confinement in this dull room affects, your mind, 
GeofiOrey. It is hard to be debarred thd glorious air of heaven 
dxning saoh lovely sunmi^ weather. Bat cheer i^^ brave, heart, 
in a few days^ the doctor says, that yoa may be removed into 
another room; from the windows yoa will ei^oy a delightfal 
prospect, and watch the sua set e^ery evening behind the pnv- 
pie hills.'* 

"You and yoor kind aunt are too good to me. Miss Lee. 
To one in my unfortonate cu;cam8tanee% it woald have be«ii 
better for me had I died." 

"FcNT shame, Oeoflfrey. Sach sentiments are unworthy of 
j€m — are ungrat^ul to the merciful Father who saved yoa from 
destruction." 

" Why, what inducements have I to live ?" 

" Many ; if it be only to improve the talents that God has 
committed to your keeping. For this end your life has been 
[q>ared, and the heavier will be your amount of guilt, if you neg- 
lect so great salvation. God has permitted you to assert your 
innocence — to triumph over your enemy j has saved you from 
the premeditated malice of that enemy ; and do yoa feel no 
gratUude to Him fot sach signal mercies V 
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*^ Indeed I have not l^ioag^bt of my preserratlon in tbis way 
before, nor have I been so gratefol as I onght to ha^e been. I 
have anffered iuiman passions and affections to stand between 
me and heaven." 

" We are all too prone to do that, Geoffrey. The mind, in 
its natural and nnconyerted state, cannot comprehend the 
tender mercies of the Creator. Human nature is so adfish, left 
to its own guidance, that it needs the purifying influences of 
religion to lift the soul from grovelling in the dust. I am no 
bigot — ^no disputer about creeds and forms of wondiip, but I 
know that without God, no one can be happy or contested in 
any station of life, or under any circumstances." 

Seeing that I did not answer, she released the hand that ahe 
had retained within her own, and said very gently : 

" Forgive me, Geoffrey, if I have wounded your feelings/' 

** Go on — go on. I could hear you talk for ever, dear Misa 
Lee." 

"You have grown very formal, Geoffrey — why Miss Lee? 
During your illness, I have been simple Kate." 

*' But I am getting well now," and I tried to smile ; my heart 
was too sore. "Oh, Catherine," I cried, "forgive my way- 
wardness, for I am very unhappy." 

" You have been placed in very trying circumstutces, but I 
feel an inward conviction that you will overcome them all." 

" My grief has nothing to do with that," I said, looking at 
her very earnestly. 

I read in her countenance pity and surprise, but no tenderer 
emotion. 

" May I — dare I, dearest Catherine, unburden my heart to 
you?" 

" Speak freely and candidly, Geoffrey. If I cannot remove 
the cause of your distress, you may be certain of my advice and 
sympathy." 
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*^ Heayen bless yoa for that I'* I mnrmared, kissing the hand 
which disengaged itself gently from my grasp, and with a color 
■omewhat heightened, Catherine bent towards me in a listening 
attitude. 

The ice once broken, I determined to tell her all ; and in low 
and broken accents I proceeded to inform her of my boyish 
attachment, and the fond hopes I had dared to entertain, from 
the kind and flattering manner in which she had returned my 
attentions at Mr. Moncton's, and of the utter annihilation of 
these ardently cherished hopes, when informed by Mrs. Hepburn 
that afternoon, that her affections had been bestowed upon some 
more fortunate person. 

During my incoherent confession, Miss Lee was greatly 
agitated. 

Her face was turned from me, but from the listless attitude 
of her figure, and the motionless repose of the white hand that 
fell oyer the arm of the chair in which she was seated, I saw 
that she was weeping. 

Then came a long, painful pause. Catherine at length wiped 
away her tears, and broke the oppressiye silence. 

"Geoffrey," she said, solemnly, "I have been to blame in 
this. At the time yon saved my life (a service for which I can 
never feel sufficiently grateful, for I value life and all its mercies) 
I was young and happy, engaged to one, who in many respects, 
though older by some years, resembled yourself. 

"When I met you the second time at your uncle's, disap- 
pointment had flung a baleful shade over my first fond anticipa- 
tions of life ; but, young and sanguine, I still hoped for the best. 

" By some strange coincidence, your voice and manner greatly 
resembled those of the man I loved, and whom I still fondly 
h{q)ed to meet again. This curcumstance attracted me towards 
you, and I felt great pleasure in conversing with you, as every 
look and tone reminded me of him. This, doubtless, gave rise 



Digitized 



byGoogk 



THK MONGTONf. 295 

to the attachment you hare just revealed to me, and which I 
must unceasingly lament, as it is impossible for me to make yon 
any adequate return." 

'* And is my rival still dear to you, Miss Lee T" 

Her lips again quivered, and she turned weeping away. 

" I read my fate in your silence. You love him yet f' 

" And shall continue to love him whilst I have life, Oeoft'ey 
Moncton," slowly and sufifocatingly broke from the pale lips of 
the tremblmg girl. 

" And you would have been persuaded by your aunt to marry 
Theophilus Moncton ?" 

" Never I Who told you that 1^ and her eye flashed proudly, 
ahnost scornfully upon me.'' 

"Your good aunt." 

** She knows nothing about it. I ceased to oppose her wishes 
in words, because I found that it might produce a rupture 
between us. Women of my aunt's age, have outlived their 
sympathies in afiTairs of the heart. What they once felt they 
have forgotten, or look upon as a weakness which ought not to 
be tolerated in their conversations with the young. 

" But look at that fine candid face, Geoffrey ; that open 
benevolent brow, and tell me, if having once loved the original, 
it is such an easy matter to forget or to find a substitute in 
such a being as Theophilus Moncton." 

As she said this she took a portrait that was suspended 
by a gold chain from the inner folds which covered her beautiful 
bosom, and placed it in my hand. 

" Good heavens !" I cried, sinking back upon the pillow, 
" my friend, George Harrison .'" 

'* Who ? I know no one of that name." 

" True — true. George Harrison — ^Philip Momington — ^they 
are one and the same. And his adored and lost Charlotte 
Laurie, and my beautiful Catherine Lee are identified. I see 
through it now. He hid the truth from me, fearing that it 
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■Ught dettroj oar friend^p. Honesty in tbi8» as in all otW 
cases, would hare been the best policy." 

"Philip is still alive 1 Not hearing of him for so many 
months made me conclude that he was either dead or had left 
England in disgust." 

" He still liyes, and lores yon, Kate, with all the fervor of a 
first attachment." 

"I do not deserve it, Geoffirey. I dared to mistrust his 
honor, to listen to base calumnies propagated by Theophihis 
and his father, purposely, I now believe, to ii^lure him in my 
estimation. But what young girl, ignorant of the world an(J 
the ways <^ designing men, could su^ct such a grave, plausible 
man as Robert Moncton, who, outwardly, always sianifested the 
most affectionate interest in my happiness. I much fear that 
my coldness had a v^ bad effect upon Philip's obarSjCter, and 
was the means of leading him into excesses, tbftt ultiunatelj 
led to his ruin." 

I was perplexed, and knew not what apswi^ to majLe, for she 
had hit upon the plain truth. To ilell her so, was to plunge lia 
amiable creature into the deepest alQietion, mi to witbhi^ it 
was not doing justice to the Mend, whom, above all of his sex, 
I loved and valued. 

With the quick eye of love, and the tact (rf woman, Kate 
perceived my confusion, and guessed the cause; she broke into a 
fit of passionate weeing. 

*' Dear Kate," I began, with difficulty raising myself on the 
pillow, " control this violent emotion and I will tell you all I 
know of my friend." 

She looked eagerly up through her tears ; but the task I bad 
imposed upon myself was beyond my strength to fulfill. My 
nerves were so completely shattered by the agitating effects of 
the past scene, that I sank back exhausted and gasping on the 
pillow. 

'' Not now — not now, Geoffrey, you are unequal to the task. 
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This conversatioQ has tried you too much." And raising my 
head upon her arm, she bathed my temples with eau de Cologne, 
and hastened to administer a restorative from the phial that 
stood on the table. 

" I shall be better now I know the worst/' I said ; and 
closing my eyes for a few moments, my head rested passively 
on her snow-white shoulder. 

A few hours back, and the touch of those fair hands would 
have thrilled my whole frame with delight ; but now it awoke 
in me little or no emotion. The beautiful dream had vanished. 
My adored Catherine Lee was the betrothed of my friend ; and 
I could gaze upon her pale agitated face with calmness — wit& 
brotherly, platonic love. I was only now anxious to effect a 
reconciliation between Oeorge and his Kate, and I rejoiced 
that the means were in all probability in my power. 

The entrance of Mrs. Hepburn with letters, put an end to 
this painful scene ; while their contents gave rise to other 
thoughts and feelings, hopes and fears. 

'' I cannot read them yet,'' I said, after having examined 
the handwriting in which the letters were directed. " My eyea 
are dun. I am too weak« The rest of an hour will restore me. 
The sight of these letters makes me nervous, and agitates me 
too much. Tliey are fr<Mn Sir Alexander and his dai^hter, and 
may contain important tidings." 

" Let us go, dear aunt," whispered Kate, slippmg h^ arm 
through Mrs. Hepburn's. " It will be better to leave Geoffrey 
for awhile alone." 

They left the room instantly. I was relieved by their absence. 
My heart was oppressed with painful thoughts. I wanted to 
be alone — to commune with my own spkit, and be still. 

A few minutes had scarcely elapsed, and I was sound asleep. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 

MY LETTERS. 

Day was waning into night, when I again nnclosed mj eyes. 
A sober cahn had succeeded the borning agitation of the pre- 
Tioos hours. I was no longer a lover — or at least the lover of 
Catherine Lee. My thoughts had returned to Moncton Park, 
and in dreams the fairy figure of Margaret had flitted beside 
me, through its green arcades. 

My heart was free to love her who so loved me, and by the light 
of the lamp I eagerly opened up the letters, which I had grasped 
during my slumbers tightly in my hand. 

But before I could dedph^ a line, my worthy friend Ban 
came to the rescue. 

** I cannot permit that, master Geoffrey — ^your eyes are too 
weak to read such fine penmanship." 

" My good fellow, only a few lines. You must allow me to do 
that." 

" Not a word. What is the use of all this nursing if you 
will have your own way 7 You will be dead at this rate in less 
than a week." jjj^ 

" What a deal of trouble that would save you,'' said I, look- 
ing at him reproachfully. 

**Who called it trouble? not I," said honest Dan. "The 
trouble is a pleasure if you will only be tractable and obey those 
who mean you well. Now don't you see what comes of acting 
against reason and common sense. You would talk to the mis- 
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tress the whole blessed afternoon. Several times I came to the 
door, and it was still talk, talk, talk — and when my yonng ladj 
comes home and the old mistress was fairly tired, and walked 
out to give her tongne a rest, it was still the same with the 
yoQDg one — talk, talk, talk, and no end to the talk, till yon well 
nigh fainted ; and if it had not been for God's Providence that 
set you off fast asleep, you might have died of the talk fever." 

** Bnt I am better now, Daniel — ^yon see the talking did me 
no harm, bat good." 

'* Tont, toat, man, a bad excuse, you know, is better than 
none they say. But I think it's far worse, for 'tis generally an 
invented lie, just to cheat the Devil or one's own conscience ; 
howsomever, I doubt much, whether the Devil was ever cheated 
by such practices, but did not always win in the long run by 
that sort of stale mateJ^ 

'* Are yon a chess player ?" I asked in some surprise. 

''Ay, just in a small way. Old Jenkins the butler and I, 
often have a tuzzle together in his pantry, which someUmes ends 
in a stale mate — he, he, he — Jenkins who is a dry stick, says, 
that a stale mate, is better than stale fish, or a glass of flat cham- 
pagne — ^he, he, he." 

'^ I perfectly agree with Jenkins. But don't you see, my good 
Daniel, that you blame me for talking with the ladies, and want- 
ing to read a love-letter ; while you are making me act quite as 
imprudently, by laughing and talking with you." 

*' A love-letter did you say ?" and he poked his long nose nearly 
into my face, and squinted down with a glance ef intense curiosity 
at the open letter I still held in my hand. '' Why that is rather 
a temptation to a young gentleman, I must own ; cannot I read 
it for you, sir ? I am as good a scholar as our clerk." 

" I don't at all doubt your capabilities, Simpson. But you 
see, this is a thing I really can only do for myself. The young 
lady would not like her letter to be made public." 

** Why, Lord, sir, you don't imagine that I would say a word 
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About iL I have kept secrets before qow — af, sod ladled 
secrets, too. I was the man that helped joar father to carrj 
off Miss Ellen. It was I held the horses at the comer of the 
lane, while he took her oat of the chamber window. I drove 

them to church n«xt morning, and waited at the doors till 

they were n^rried ; and your poor father gave me fiv« golden 
guineas to drink the bride's health. Ah I she was a bride 
worth the winning — a prettier woman I never saw — she beat 
my young lady hollow — though some folks do think Miss Cathe- 
rine a beauty." 

** You did not witness the ceremony V* 

" No, sir ; but as I sat on the box of the carriage, I saw old 
Parson Boche go up to the aisle in his white gown, with a book 
in his hand, and if it were not to marry the young folks, what 
' business had he there V 

''What, indeed,'' thought I. ''This man's evidence may be 
of great value to me." 

I lay silent for some minutes thinking over these circum- 
stances, and quite foigot my letter until reminded of it by Simpson. 

" Well, sir, I'm thinking that I will allow you to read that 
letter ; if you will just put on my spectacles to protect your eyes 
,from the light." 

;" But I could not see with them, Kmpson ; spectacles, like 
wives, seldom suit anybody but the persons to whom they 
4ielong. Besides, you know, that old eyes and young eyes never 
oehold the same objects alike." 

" Maybe," said the old man. " But do just wait patiently 
until I can prop you up in the bed, and put the lamp near 
enough for you to see that small writing. Tzet, tzet — what a 
pity it is that young ladies, now-a-days, are ashamed of writing 
a good, legible hand. You will require a double pair ol specs 
to read yon." 

The old man's curiosity was almost as great as his kindness ; 
and I should have felt annoyed at his peeping and prying over my 
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ohonlder, had I not been certain that he coald not deeipher, with- 
oat the aid of the said spectacles, a single word of the coatebt*. 

I was getting tired of his loqnacitj, and was at last ^liged 
to request him to go, which he ^ most reloctantljy begging 
me as he left the room to have mercj on mj poor eyes. 

There was some need of the caution ; the fever had Irft ate so 
weak that it was with great difficulty I succeeded in reading 
Margaretta's letter. 

" Dear Cousin Geopprey : 

** We parted with an assurance of mutual Mendship. I shall 
not waste words in apologizing for writing to yon. As a friend 
I may continue to lore and value you, convinced that the heart 
in wMch I trust will never condemn me for the confidence I 
repose in it. 

*' I have suffered a severe affliction since yon left us, in the 
death of poor Alice, which took place a fortnight ago. Shr 
died in a very unsatisfactory frame of mind, anxious to the last 
to behold her unprincipled husband or Dinah North. The 
latter, however, has disappeared, and no trace of her can be 
discovered. 

'* There was some secret, perhaps the same that you endea- 
vored so fruitlessly to wrest from her, that lay heavily upon the 
poor girPs conscience, and which she appeared eager to commu- 
nicate after the power of utterance had fled. The repeated 
mention of her brother's name during the day which preceded 
her dissolution, led me to the oonclusion that whatever she had 
to divulge was connected with him. 

" But she is gone, and the secret has perished with her, a cir- 
cumstance which we may all have cause to regret. 

**And this is the first time, Geoffrey, that I have looked 
upon death — ^the death of one, whom from infancy I have loved 
as. a sister. 
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" The sight has filled me with awe and terror ; the more so, 
because I feel a strange presentiment that my own ^nd is not 
fiur distant. 

"This, mj dear cousin, joa will say is the nataral result of 
watching the decay of one so yonng and beautifal as Alice 
Momington— one, who, a few brief months ago, was fall of life, 
and health, and hope — that her death has brooght more forcibly 
before me the prospect of my own mortality. 

" Perhaps it is so. I do not wish to die, Geoflfrey ; life, for 
me, has many charms. I love my dear father tenderly. To his 
fond eyes I am the light of life — the sole thing that remains to 
him of my mother. I wonld live for his sake to cherish and 
comfort him in his old age. I love the dear old homestead with 
all its domestic associations, and I conld not bid adien to yon, 
my dear coosin, without keen regret. 

"And then, the glorious face of nature — the fields, the 
flowers, the glad, bright sunbeams, the rejoicing song of birds, 
the voice of waters, the whispered melodies of wind-stirred 
leaves, the green solitudes of the dun mysterious forest, I love — 
oh, how I love them all I 

" Yes, these are dear to my heart and memory ; yet I wan- 
der discontentedly amid my favorite haunts. My eyes are ever 
turned to the earth. A spirit seems to whisper to me in low 
tones, * Open thy arms, mother, to receive thy child.' 

" I struggle with these waking phantasies ; my eyes are full 
of tears. I feel the want of companionship. I long for some 
friendly bosom to share my grief and wipe away my tears. The 
sunshine of my heart has vanished. Ah, my dear friend, how 
earnestly I long for your return I Do write, and let us know 
how you have sped. My father came back to the Hall the day 
after the funeral of poor Alice. He marvels like me at your 
long silence. He has important news to communicate which I 
must not forestall 



^ 



Digitized 



byGodgk 



TBI M0KCT0N8.- M8 

^ Write soon, and let ns kn(rr that 70a are well and happy ;* 
a Hae from joa will cheer mj drooping heart. 

" Yours, in the sincerity of lore, 

" MAR0AREl*rA MOKCTON. 
M Itorofov Famk, July 83, 18—.** 

I read this letter over several times, until the characters 
became misty, and I could no longer form them into words. A 
thousand times, I pressed it to my lips and vowed eternal fidel- 
ity to the dear writer. Yet — what a mournful tale it told. 
The love but half-concealed, was apparent in every line. I felt 
bitterly, that I was the cause of her dejection — that hopeless 
affection for me was undermining her health. 

I would write to her instantly — would tell her all. Alas, my 
hand, unnerved by long illness, could no longer guide the pen — 
and how could I employ the hand of another ? I cursed my 
unlucky accident, and the unworthy cause of it ; and in order 
to divert "my thoughts from this melancholy subject, I eagerly 
tore open Sir Alexander's letter. 

The paper fell from my grasp, I was not able to read. 

Mrs. Hepburn appeared like a good angel, followed by honest 
Dan, bearing candles, and the most refreshing of all viands to 
an invalid, — a delicious cup of fragrant tea, the very smell 
of which was reviving ; and whilst deliberately sipping the con- 
tents of my second cup, I requested Mrs. Hepburn, as a great 
favor, to read to me Sir Alexander's letter. 

" Perhaps it may contain family secrets ?" she said, with au 
inqmring look, whilst her hand rested rather tenaciously upon 
tbe closely written sheets. 

"After the confidence which we have mutually reposed in 
each other, my dear Madam, I can have no secret to conceal. 
Yon are acquainted with my private history, and I flatter my- 
self, that neither you nor your amiable niece, are indifferent to 
my future welfare.** 
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• " Toa only do m jostioe, Geoflfrey," said the kind woman, 
afliBctionately pressuig my hand, after readjusting my pillowsL 
" I lore yoa f<» your motiier's sake. I prize you for your own ; 
and I hope yoa will allow me to consider yon in the light of 
that son, of whom Heayen early deprived me." 

" You make a rich man of me at once," I cried, reiq)ectfully 
kisang her hand. How can I be poor while I possess so many 
excellent friends. Robert Moncton, with all his wealth, is a 
b^gar, when compared to the hiterto despised Geoffrey.'' 

" Well, let us leave off complimenting each other^" said Mrs, 
Hepburn, laughing ; " and please to lie down like a good boy 
and compose yourself, and listen attentively to what your undq 
baa to gay to you." 



" My Dear Geoff : — 

*' What the deuce, man, has happened to you, that we 
have received no tidings from you. Have you and old Dinah 
eloped t(^ther on the back of a broomstick. The old hag's 
disappearance looks rather suspicious. Madge does little else 
than pine and fret for your return. I begin to feel quite jealooa 
ci you in that quarter. 

" I have a long tale to tell you, and scarcely know where to 
begin. Next to taking doctor's stuff, I deteait letter writmg, 
and were you not a great favorite, the pens, ink and paper mi^t 
go to the bottom of the river, before I would employ them to 
communicate a single thought. 

" I had a very pleasant journey to London, which terminated 
in a very unpleasant visit to your worthy uncle. It was not 
without great repugnance that I condescended to enter the 
villain's house, particularly when I reflected on the errand which 
took me there. 

" He received me with one of his blandest smiles, and iaqiured 
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after mj health with sach affectionate interest, that it would 
have led a stranger to imagine that he reidly wished me well, 
instead of occapying a snng comer in the family vaalt. 

'' How I abhor this man's hypocrisy. Bad as he is — it is the 
very worst feature in his character. I cut all his oomplimentfi 
short, by informing him that the object of my visit was one 
of a very nnpleasant nature, that required his immediate atten- 
tion. 

" He looked very cold and spiteful. 

" 'I anticipate your business,' he said ; 'Geoffrey Moncton, I 
am informed, has found an asylum with you, and I suf^iose yoa 
are anxious to effect a reconciliation between us. If such be the 
purport of your visit. Sir Alexander — ^your journey must prove 
in vain. I never will forgive that ungrateful young man, nor 
admit him again into my presence.' 

•* ' You have injured him too deeply, Robert,' I said, calmly, 
for you know, Geoff— that it is of little use of flying into a pas- 
sion with your cold-blooded uncle ; he is not generous enough 
to get insulted and show fight like another man — 'Geoffrey 
does not wish it, and I, should scorn to ask it in his name.' 

" The man of law looked incredulous, but did not choose to 
venture a reply. 

" * It is not of Geoffrey Moncton, the independent warm- 
hearted orphan, I wished to speak — who thank God 1 has pluck 
enough to take his own part, and speak for himself. It is of 
one, who is a disgrace to his name and fomily. I niean your son, 
Theophilus.' \ 

'*' Really, Sir Alexander, you take a great deal of trouble 
about matters which do not concern you' (he said this ' with a 
sarcastic sneer), ' my son is greatly indebted to you for such 
disinterested kindness.' 

"His* cool impudence provoked me beyond endurance — I 
felt a wicked pleasure in retaliation, which God forgive me, was 
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hat from a Obrlsttaa spirit. Bat I dei^Nsed the rascal too much 
at that moment to pity him. 

** ' Mj interference in this matter oonceros me more nearly than 
yon imagine, Mr. Moncton. Yonr son's unfortunate wife at- 
tempted suicide, but was prevented in the act of drowning 
herself by the nephew you have traduced and treated so 
basely.' 

'' ' Damn her I why did he not let her drown V thundered 
forth your uncle. 

** ' Because his heart was not hardened in yillainy like your 
own. Tour daughter-in-law now lies dying at my house, and 
I wish to transfer the responsibility from my hands into your 
own.' 

" 'It was your fault that they ever met,' he cried. 'Your 
bve of low society, that threw them together. Theophilus waa 
not a man to make such a fool of himself— -such an infernal 
fool I' 

" And then the t<MTent burst. The man became transformed 
into the demon. He stunped and raved — and tore his hair, and 
carsed, with the most horrid and blasphemous oaths, the son who 
had followed so closely in his steps. Such a scene I never 
before witnessed — such a spectacle of human depravity may it 
never be my lot to behold again. In the midst of his incoherent 
ravings, he actually threatened, as the consummation of his in- 
dignation against his son, to make you his heir. 

** Such is the contradiction inherent in our fallen nature, thi^ 
he would exhalt the man he hates, to revenge fimself upon the 
son who has given the death-blow to the selfish pride which has 
marked his crooked path through life. 

** I left the man of sin in deep disgust. It made me think very 
humbly of myself. Faith, Geoff, when I look back on my own 
early career, I begin to think that we are a vile bad set ; and 
without you and Madge raise the moral tone of the family char- 
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actcr there is small chance of any of the other members finding 
their way to heaven. 

'* I spent a conple of quiet days with my old friend Onslow, 
and then commenced my jonmey home. 

"At a small Tillage abont thirty miles from London, I was 
overtaken by such a violent storm of thnnder and rain, that 
I had to put up at the only inn in the place for the night. 

" In the passage I was accosted by an old man of pleasing 
demeanor, and with somewhat of a foreign aspect, who inquired 
if he had the honor of speaking to Sir Alexander Moncton ? I 
said yes, but that he had the advantage of me, as I believed him 
to be a perfect stranger. 

" He appeared embarrassed, and said, that he did not wonder 
at my forgetting him, as it was only in a subordinate situation I 
had ever seen him, and that was many years ago. 

" I now looked hard at the man, and a conviction of often 
having seen him before flashed into my mind. It was an image 
connected with bygone years — years of folly and dissipation. 

" * Surely you are not William Walters, who for such a long 
time was the friend and confidant of Robert Moncton.' 

" ' The same, at your service.' 

" ' Mr. Walters,' said I, turning on my heel, * I have no wish 
to resume the acquaintance.' 

" * You are right,' he replied, and was silent for a minute or 
SO; then resumed, in a grave and humble tone ; ' Sir Alexander, 
I trust we are both better men, or the experience and sorrows of 
years have been given to us in vain. I can truly say, that I 
have deeply repented of my former sinful life, and I trust that 
my repentance has been accepted by that God before whom we 
roust both soon appear. Still, I cannot blame you, for wishing 
to have no farther intercourse with one whom you only knew as 
an immoral and unprincipled man. But for the sake of a young 
man, who, if living, is a near connection of yours, I beg you to 
listen patiently to what I have to say.' 
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** * If your commuiucatioo has reference to Oeoffrey, the son of 
Edward Moncton, and nephew to Robert, I am entirely at josr 
service.' 

'' * He is the man I I have left a ccwafortable home in tk% 
United States, and returned to England with the sole object in 
Tiew, of settling a moral debt which has lain a long time pahh 
folly on my conscience. I was jost on my way to Moncton Park 
to speak to you on this important subject.' 

** My dear Geoff, you may imagine the feelings with which I 
heard this announcement. Had I been alone, I shcnld haye 
snapped my fingers, whistled, shouted for joy — anything that 
would have diminished with safety the suffocating feeling at my 
heart. I was so glad — I never knew how dear yon were to me 
until then. So I invited the solemn, and rather puritanical look* 
ing white-headed man to partake of my dinner, and spend the 
evening in my apartment, in order to get out of him all that I 
could concerning you. The result was most satisfactory. Th^e 
was no need of bribes or nut-crackers; he was anxious to make 
a clean breast of it, for which I gave him ample absolution. 

" Here is his confession, as well as I can remember it. 

" ' My acquaintance with Robert Moncton copimenced at 
school. I was the only son of a rich banker in the city of Nor- 
wich. My father was generous to a fault, and allowed me 
more pocket-money than my young companions could boast of 
receiving from their friends at home. 

** * My father had risen, by a train of fortunate drcumstanoee, 
from a very humble station in life, and was ostentatiously proud 
of his wealth. He was particularly anxious for me to pass for 
the son of a very rich man at school, which he iancied would 
secure for me powerful friends, and their interest in my journey 
through life.' 

'' * I was not at all averse to his plans, which I carried out to 
their fullest extent, and went by the name of Bj&ady-Monty 
Jack, among ray school-mates, who I have no doubt whispered 
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behind my back, tkat — ^fools aod their money sire soon parted — > 
for y#a know, Sir Alexander, this is the way of the world. And 
there is no place in which the world and its selfish maxims are 
nore folly exen^iMed than in a lar^ boarding-school. 

" ' 1 had not been long at school when the two Monctons were 
admitted to the saofte class with myself. Edward was a dash- 
ing, eloqaent, brave lad ; more remarkable for a fine appearance 
and an admirable temper, than for any particular talent. He 
was a yery popular boy, bat somehow or other we did not take 
to each other. 

" * The boyish vanity fostered by my father, made me wish to 
be eonsidered the first lad in the school ; a notion which Edward 
took good care to keep down ; and fretted and galled by his 
asenmption of snperiority, I turned to Robert, who was every- 
thing but friendly to Edwaard, to support my cause and back me 
ifi my quarrels. 

" ' Robert was a handsome, gentlemanly-looking lad, but quite 
the reverse of Edward. He hated rough play, leiurned hk 
lessons with indefatigable industry, and took good care to keep 
himself out of harm's way. He was the pattern boy of the 
sehooL The farorite with all the teachers. 

" * He possessed a grave, specious manner — a cold quiet 
dignity, which imposed upon the ignorant and unsuspecting ; 
and his love of money was a passion that drew all the blood 
from his stem proud heart. 

** * He saw that I was frank and vain, and he determined to 
profit by my weakness. I did not want for natural capacity, 
but I was a sad idler. 

" * Robert was shrewd and persevering, and I paid him hand- 
somely for doing my sums and writing my Latin exercises. We 
became firm friends, and I loved him for years with more 
sincerity than he deserved. 

^ ^ As I advanced towards manhood, my poor father met with 
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great losses ; and on the failure of a large firm whh wfaidi Us 
own was principally connected, he became a bankmpt * 

** * Solely dependent npon my rich father, withoat any fixed 
aim or object in life, I had jnst made a most im{»*ndent marriage, 
when his death, which happened almost immediately npon his 
rererse of fortune, awoke me to the melancholy reality that 
•tared me in the face. 

" * In my distress I wrote to Robert Mondion, who had just 
oommenced practice at his old office in Hatton Garden. He 
answered my appeal to his charity promptly, and gave me a 
seat in his office as engrossing clerk, with a very liberal salary 
which, I need not assure yon, was most thankfnlly accepted by 
a person in my reduced circumstances. 

** ' This place I filled entirely to his satisfeustion far fifteen 
years, until I was the father of twelve children. 

*' ' My salary was large, but, alas 1 it was the wages of 8in« 
All Robert Moncton's dirty work was confided to my hands. 
I was his creature — ^the companion of his worst hours — and he 
paid me liberally for my deyotion to his interest. But for all 
this, there were moments in my worthless life — when better feel- 
ings prevailed — ^when I loathed the degrading trammels in 
which I was bound; and often, on the bosom of a dear and 
affectionate wife, I lamented bitterly my fallen state. 

** * About this period Edward Moncton died, and Robert 
was appointed guardian to his orphan child. Property there 
was none — barely sufficient to pay the expenses of the foneraL 
Robert supplied from bis own purse £bQ, towards the sn^^rt 
of the young widow, until she could look about and obtain a 
situation as a day governess or a teacher in a school, for whkh 
she was eminently qualified. 

" ^ I never shall forget the unnatural joy displayed by Robert 
on this melancholy occasion. • 

II I tt xhank God I William,'' he said, clapping me on tke 
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fdiODlder, after he had read the letter which poor Mrs. Moncton 
wrote to inform him of her sudden bereavement, " Edward is dead. 
There is only one stumbling-block left in my path, and I will 
Boon kick that out of the way." 

" * Three months had scarcely elapsed before I went to 

with Robert Moncton, to attend the funeral of his sister-in-law. 

** ' The sight of the fine boy that acted as chief mourner in that 
mournful ceremony cut me to the heart. I was a father myself 
— a fond father — and I longed to adopt the poor, friendless 
child. But what could a man do who had a dozen of his 
own? 

" * As we were on our road to , Robert had confided to 

me his plans for setting aside his nephew's claims to the estates 
and title of Moncton, in case you should die without a male 
heir. The secluded life that Mrs. Moncton had led since her 
marriage ; her want of relatives to interest themselves in her 
behalf, and the dissipated habits of her husband, who had lost 
all his fine property at the gaming-table, made the scheme not 
only feasible, but .presented few obstacles to its accomplishment. 

" ' Inexpressibly shocked at this piece of daring villainy, I 
dissembled my indignation, and while I appeared to acquiesce in 
bis views, I secretly determined to befriend, if possible, the 
innocent child. 

^* ' The night prior to the funeral, he called me into his private 
office, and after chatting over a matter of little consequence, he 
Bald to me in a careless manner : — 

'• * " By the by, Walters, Basset told me the other day, that 
you had taken a craze to go to America. This is your wife's 
doings, I suppose. I don't suffer Mrs. Moncton to settle such 
matters for me. But is it true ?" 

'' ' I said that it had been on my mind for a long time. The 
want of funds alone preventing me from emigrating with mj 
family.' 
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" ' "If that is all, the want of money need not hinder yoa. 
But mind, Walters, I am not generous, I expect sometMng for 
mj gold. You have been faithful to me, and I am anxious to 
show you that I am not insensible to your merit. We are old 
friends, Walt — we understand each other ; we are not troubled 
with nice scruples, and dare to call things by their rigbfc 
names. But to the point. 

'* * " This boy of my brother's, as I was telling you, ia a thorn 
in my side, which you can remove.'' 

*i I « Jq yrh&t way ?" I said, in a tone of alarm. 

«< * " Don't look blue;" and he laughed. " I kill with the tongue 
and the pen, and leave to fools the pistol and the knife. Yoa 

must go to the Parish of among the Derby hills, where 

Edward was married, and where he resided, enacting love in a 
cottage, with his pretty, penniless bride, until after this boy, 
Geoffrey, was bom — and subtract, if possible, the leaves from 
the church-books that contain these important registries. Do 
this with your usual address, and I will meet all the expenses of 
your intended emigration." 

" ' The offer was tempting to a poor man, but I atOl hedtated, 
conjuring up a thousand difficulties which either awoke his mirth 
or scorn. 

II I tt^\^Q Qoiy difficulty that I can find in the business," he said, 
"is your unwillingness to undertake it. The miserable old 
wretch employed as clerk in the church, is quite superannuated, 
A small bribe will win' him to your purpose, especially as Mr. 
Boche, the incumbent, is just now at the sea-side, whither he ia 
gone in the delusive hope of curing old age. Possessed of these 
registers, I will defy the boy to substantiate his claims, pro- 
vided that he lives to be a man, for I have carefully destroyed 
all the other documents which could lead to prove the legality 
of his title. The old gardener an$ his nurse must be persuaded 
to accompany you to America. Old Boche is on his last l^g9^- 
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bom him I shall soon have nothiag to fear. What do 70a say 
U> ay proposal — ^yes <» no ?" 

" ' '* Yes," I stammered out, " I will undertake it, as it is to he 
the last aSur of the kind in which I mean to engage.'^ 

" ' " You will forget it," said he, " before you have half crossed 
the Atlantic, and can begin the world with a new character. I 
will give you five hundred pounds to commence with." 

" ' This iniquitous bargain concluded, I went down the day 

after the funeral to , on my honorable mission. As my 

employer anticipated, a few shillings to the old clerk {^aced the 
dinrch-books at my disposal, from which I carefully cut the 
leaves (which, in that quiet, out-of-the-way hamlet, were not 
likely to be missed) that contained the registries. In a small 
hut aQLong the hills I found the old gardener and his widowed 
daughter, who had been nurse to QeoSrej and his mother, whom 
I talked into a fever of enthusiasm about America, and the 
happy life that people led there, which ended in my engaging 
tbem to accompany mo. Good and valuable servants they both 
proved. They are since dead.' 

** * And what became of the registries ? Did you destroy them V 

" * I tried to do it, Sir Alexander, but it seemed as if an angel 
stayed my hand, and yielding to my impressions at the moment, 
I placed them carefully among my private papers* Here they 
are ;' and taking from his breast-pocket an old-fashioned black 
leathern wallet, he placed them in my hand. 

** * Here, too,' he said, ' is an affidavit, made by Michael 
Alznre on his dying bed, before competent witnesses, declaring 
that he was present with his daughter Mary, when the eeremcM^y 
took place.' 

'' ' This is enough,' said I, joyfully, and shaking the old sinner 
heartily by the hand. 'The king shall have his own again. 
But how did yon hoodwink that sagacious hawk, Robert 
Moncton 7' 

W 
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** * He was from home when I returned to London, skiea&mg 
the assizes at Bury. I foand a letter from him containiiig a 
draft apon his banker for fiye hundred pounds, and requesting 
me to deposit the papers in the iron chest in the garret of whieh 
I had the key. I wrote in reply, that I had done so, and he 
was p^ectly satisfied with my sincerity, which during Mteen 
yeurs I had never given him the least cause to doubt. 

** * The next week, I sailed for the United States with my 
family, determined, from henceforth, to drop all connection with 
Robert Moncton, and to endeavor to obtain an honest living. 

** * It has pleased God to bless all my undertakings — I am now 
a rich and prosperous man — my children are married and settled 
on good farms, in the same neighborhood, and enjoying the com- 
mon comforts and many of the luxuries of life. Still, that little 
orphan boy haunted me^ — I could not be happy while I knew 
that I had been the means of doing him a foul injury, and I 
determined, as soon as I knew that the lad must be of age, to 
make a voyage to England, and place in your hands the proo& 
I held of his legitimacy. 

" * Your powerful assistance. Sir Alexander, and these papers, 
will I trust restore to him his lawful place in society, and I am 
here to witness against Robert Moncton's villainy.' 

"Well, Su: Geoffrey Moncton, that will be, what do you 
say to your old uncle's budget ? Is not this news worth the 
postage ? Worth throwing up one's cap and crying hurrah — 
and better still, dropping down upon your knees in the solitude 
of your own chamber, aud whispering in yoar clasped hands, 
* Thank God for all his mercies to me, a sinner V If yoa omit 
the prayer, I have not omitted it for you, for most fervently I 
blessed the Almighty Father for this signal instance of his 
love. 

** I returned to the Park, so elated with the result of my 
journey, that I could scarcely sympathize in the grief of. my 
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poor girl, for the death of her foster^efster, whieh took place 
dnriag mj absence. 

" Old I>ii»h is off. Perhaps gone somewhat before her time 
to her appointed place. 

'* It is useless yonr remaining longer in Derbyshire, as we 
already possess all yon want to know, and yon must lose no 
time in commencing a snit against yonr nncle for conspiracy in 
order to defrand yon ont of yonr rights. Robert's character 
wiU BCTer stand the test of this infamous exposure. 

** My sweet Madge looks ill and delicate, and like the old 
lather, pines to see yon i^in. Yon young scamp — you have 
iak»u a strrage hold on the heart of yonr attached kinsman and 

faiUhfiil fidend, 

"Alexander Moncton." 

I made my kind Mend, Mrs. Hepburn, read over this import- 
ant letter twice. It was the longest, I yerily believe, that the 
worthy scribe ever penned in his life, and which nothing but his 
affection for me, could have induced him to write. 

" God bless him 1'' I cried fervently, " how I long to see him 
again, and thank him from my very heart, for all he has done 
fbr me." 

I was so elated, that I wanted to leave my bed instantly and 
commence my journey to the Park. 

This was but a momentary delusion — I was too weak, when 
I made the trial, to sit upright, or even to hold a pen, which was 
the most provoking of the two. 

Mrs. Hepburn, at my earnest solicitation, wrote to Sir Alex- 
ander, a long and circumstantial account of all that had befallen 
me since I left Moncton. 

That night was full of restless tossings to and fro. I sought 
rest, but found it not ; nay, I could not even think with calm- 
ness, and ^e result was as might have been expected, a great 
increase of fever, and for several days I was not only worse, 
but in considerable danger. 
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Nothing could be rnofe tantalizifig than tkis proYC^ng relapM. 
A miserable presentiment of evil clonded my mind — mj aaziety 
to write to Margaretta was painftiUy intense, and tiiis was a 
species of commnnieation which I conld not very well convey 
through another. 

To this nnfortnnate delay, I hare attributed ma<^ of the 8CM^ 
rows of after years. 

Onr will is free to plan. Onr opportnidties of actacm are in 
the hands of Qod — what I most ardently deuced to do I was 
prevented from doing by physical weakness. How, then, can 
any man affirm that his destiny is in his own hands, when cir- 
Comstanoes form a chain around him, as strong as fote, aad the 
mind battles in vain against a host of trifles, desjHcablis «ftoiigh 
when viewed singly, but when taken in combination, possessing 
gigantic strength ? 

Another painful week wore slowly away, at the end of which 
I was able to sit up in a loose dressing-gown for several hours 
during the day. 

I lost not a moiMsnt in writing to Margaretta directly I was 
able to hold a pen. I informed her of all that had passed 
between me and Catherine, and laid open my whole heart to h^, 
without the least reserve. Deeming myself unworthy of her 
love, I left all to her generosity. I dispatched my letter with a 
thousand uncomfortable misgivings as to what effect it might 
produce upon the sensitive mind of my little couun. 

To write a long letter to George Harrison was the nesrti doty 
I had to perform ; but when I reflected on the delight which my 
communication could not fall to convey, this was not only an 
easy, but a delightful task. 

I had already arrived at the second clos^ written sheet, when 
a light tap at the door of the room announced the presence of 
Kate Lee. 

" What, busy writing still, Geoffrey ? What will honest Dan 
say to this rebellious conduct on the part of his patient ? Yoa 
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mmt iuy »^de pens and pap^ for this day. Your faee Is flushed 
and feyeriah. Don't shake your head, my word is despotic in 
Mb bottse— *I mast be obeyed/' 

'' Wait a few mioaiies, dear Miss Lee, and your will shall be 
absolute. It was because I am writing of you, that my letter 
baa rua to such an uuconsdonable length." 

" Of me, Geoffrey ?" 

" Yes, of you, my charming friend." 

" Nay, you are joking, Mr. Moucton. You would never dig* 
tress me, by writing of me to strangers V 

** Stningers— oh no — but this is to one who is most dear to 
us both." 

Catherine turned very pale. 

" Geoffrey, I hope that you have not said anything that I 
could wish unsaid ?" 

" Do not look like a scared dove, sweet Kate. Have a littk; J 
^atttienee, and you shall read the letter." m""^ 

** That isjasking too much ; I will trust to your lioaor — that 
innate sense of delicacy which I know you jD^ess." 

" You shall read the letter — I insist u|Wn it. If you do not 
like it, I will write another. But y^ must sit down by me aud 
listen to what I have to tell^^u, of my poor Mend's his- 
tory." 

She turned her glisteniiag eyes upon me, fall of grateful 
thanks, and seated herself beside me on the couch. I then 
recounted to her the >iistory that George had confided to me, 
though the narratk>«i was often interrupted by the sighs and 
tears of my attenfi^ve auditor. 

After the n^^lancholy tale was told, a long silence ensued. 
PoOT Kate w^ too busy with her own thoughts to speak. I put 
the letter I }^ad been writing into her hands, and retired to my 
own chMpb^r, which opened into the one in which we were 
Bitting, wd% she perused it. It was a sunple statement of the 
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ftcts related above. I had left him to draw from them what 
inference he pleased. 

When I retamed an hoar after to the sitting-room, which had 
been fitted np as such entirelj for my accommodation, the win- 
dows opening into a balcony that ran along the whole front of 
the house, I fonnd Kate leaning npon the railing, with the open 
letter still in her hand. 

Her fine eyes were raised and fall of tears, but she looked 
serene and happy, her beantifnl face reminding me of an April 
son just emerging from a soft fleecy cload, which dimmed, 
only to increase by softenmg, the glory which it coold not 
conceal. 

** Well, dear Kate, may I finish my letter to George — for I 
most call him so still ?" 

"" \Vhy not,'* I said, surprised, and half angry. 

-. ;>Bc ause I mean to finish it myself — will you give me p«^ 
mission ?" 

" By all means • H will make him so happy." 

*' And you are no^^lous ?" And as she said this, she bent 
upon me a curious and seai*ciiitig glance. 

" Not now ; a few weeks ,igo I should have been. To tell 
you the truth, dear Kate, I am too egotistical a fellow to love 
one who does not love me. I trb\y rejoice in the anticipated 
happiness of my firiend.'' 

Methought she looked a little disappointed, but recovering 
herself, she added quickly — 

" This is as it should be, yet I must owia that my woman's 
vanity is a little hurt at the coolness of your philosophy. We 
all love power, Geoffrey, and do not like to lost it. Yet I am 
sincerely glad that you have conquered an atta<>iuneiit which 
would have rendered us both miserable. No fear ^f a broken 
heart in your case." \5> 
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^' Such thiags haye been, aod may be agaiii, Kate, but I believe 
them to belong more to the poetry than the reality of life. 
Hearts are made of tough materials. They don't choose to 
break in the right place, and jnst when and where we want 
them." 

She laughed, and asked when I thought I should be able to 
commence my journey to Moncton Park 1 

" In a few days I hope. I feel growing better every hour ; 
my mind recovers elasticity with returning strength. But how 
I shall ever repay you, dear Miss Lee, and your excellent aunt, 
for your care and kindness, puzzles me.'' 

" Geoffrey, your accident has been productive of great good 
to us all, so say no more about it. I, for one, consider myself in 
your debt. You have made two friends, whom a cruel destiny 
had separated, most happy." 
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OHAPTBK XXIX. 

▲ WBLOOn AKD AN UNWELCOMK MINTING. 

Thus days had scarcely elapsed, when I found myself moonted 
on my good steed, and gaily trotting along the road on my way 
to Moncton Park. 

Honest Dan Simpson insisted on being niy companion for the 
first stage. ** Jnst," he said, '' to take care of me, anj see how 
I got along.'' I conld gladly hare dispensed with his company, 
for I longed to be alone — bnt to hnrt the good fellow^s feelings, 
would haye been the height of ingratitude. 

He had indignantly rejected the ample remuneration which 
Sir Alexander had remitted for his services. . . 

" I took care of you for love. Sir. It was no trouble, but a 
pleasure. As to money — I don't want it, I have saved a good 
pile for old age, and have neither wife nor child to give it to 
when I die. Lord, sir, I was a&aid that you would take it ill, 
or I was going to ask you if you wanted any. I should have 
been proud to accommodate yon, until you had plenty of your 
own.'' 

I could have hugged the dear old man in my arms. Fortun- 
ately my being on horseback prevented such an excess. I 
turned to him to speak my thanks, but a choking in my throat 
prevented my uttering a word. He caught the glance of my 
moist eye, and dashed the dew, with his hard hand, from his 
own. 

" I know what you would say, Mr. Geoffrey. But you need 
not say it. It would only make me feel bad." 
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** I shall never forget yon kindness, Dan. Bat will always 
redLOB yon among my best friends." 

" That's enough, sir — I'm satisfied, overpaid," and the true- 
hearted fellow rode close np to me and held oat his hand. I 
shook it warmly. He turned his horse quickly round, and 
ike sharp ringing of his hoo& on the rocky road told me that 
he was gone. 

I rode slowly on ; the day was i^ressirely warm, not a breath 
of air stirred the bushes by the road-side^ or shook the dust 
from the tawny leaves which already had lost their tender green, 
and were embrowned beneath the hot gaze of the August noon- 
day sun. 

Overcome by the heat, and languid from my Icmg confine- 
meat to a sick room, I often checked my horse and sauntered 
slowly along, keeping the shady side of the road« and envying 
the cattle in the meadows standing mid leg in the shallow 
streams. 

** There will surely be a storm before night," I said, looking 
wistfully up to the cloudless sky, which very much resembled 
Job's description of a molten looking-glass. '' I feel the breath 
of the tempest in this scorching air. A little raih would lay 
^e dust, and render to-morrow's journey less fatiguing." 

My soliloquy was interrupted by the sharp click of a horse's 
hoofs behind me, and presently his rider passed me at full speed. 
A transient glance at the stranger's face made me suddenly 
recoil. 

It was Robert Moucton. 

He looked pale and haggard, and his countenance wore an 
unusual appearance of anxiety and care. He did not notice me, 
and checking my horse, I felt relieved when a turning in the 
road hid him from my sight. 

His presence appeared like a bad omen. A heavy gloom 
sunk upon my sfHrits, and I felt half inclined to halt at the 
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Mnan Tillage I was approacMog aad rest until the faeat of the 
day had subsided, and I could resume mj joumej in tiie eool of 
the eyeniog. 

Ashamed of such weakness, I resolutely turned my face from 
every house of entertainment I passed, and had nearly cleared 
the long straggling line of picturesque white-washed cottages, 
whidi composed the larger portion of the yillage, when the figure 
<^ a gentleman pacing to and fro, in front of a decent-looking 
inn, arrested my attention. Thefe was something in the air and 
Hianner of this person, which appeared familiar to me. He 
raised his head as I rode up to the door. The rec<^pu^Qn was 
mutual. 

** Geoffrey Moncton l** 

" George Harrison I Who would haye thought of meeting 
you in this out of the way place V* 

** There is an oM saying, Geoffrey — talk of the Deyil and he 
is sure to appear. I was thinking of you at the yery moment, 
and raising my eyes saw yon before me.'' 

^ Ay, that is one of the mysteries of mmd, which has stfll 
to be solyed,'' said I, as I dismounted from my horse and fol- 
lowed George into the house. '' I am so heartily glad to see 
you old fellow," I cried, embracing him warmly, directly we 
were alone — ^I haye a thousand things to say to you, which could 
not be crowded into the short compass of a letter." 

''Hush — don't speak so loud," and he glanced suspiciously 
round. '* These walls may haye ears. I know, that they con- 
tain one, whom you would not much like to trust with your 
secrets." 

'*How— IsA«here?" 

" You know whom I mean ?" 

** Robert Moncton ? He passed me on the road.^ 

" Did he recognize you ?" 

'' I think not His bat was slouched oyer his forehead ; his 
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^yes b«it moodily on tbe ground. Besides, Ge<Mfge, I am so 
greaUy altered by my long illness ; I am surprised that yoa 
knew me again." 

" Love and hatred, are great sharpeners of the memory. It 
is as hard to fbiget an enemy as a firiend. Bat to tell yon the 
trnth, Geoff, I had to look at you twice before I knew who yon 
were. Bnt come np stairs — I have a nice snng room, where 
we can chat in private whilst dinner is preparing.'' 

"I shonjd like to know wliat brings Robert Moncton this 
road,'' — and I flung my weary length upon, a craiy old so&, that 
occupied a place in the room more for ornament than use, and 
whose gay chintz coyer, like charity, hid a multitude of defects. 
"No good I fear.'' 

" I cannot exactly tell. There is some new scheme in the 
wind. Harry Bell, who fills my old place in his office, informed 
me that a partial reconciliation had taken place between father 
and son. This was by letter, for no personal interview had 
brought them together. Theophilus was on his way to Monc- 
ton, and appointed the old rascal to meet him somewhere on the 
road. What the object of their meeting may be, time alone can 
discover. Perhaps, to discover Dinah North's place of conceal- 
ment, or to ascertain if the old hag pe dead. Her secresy on 
some points of their history is a matter of great moment. 

" They are a pair of precious scoundrels, and their confeder- 
ation portends little good to me." 

" You need not care a rush for them now, Geoffrey, you are 
beyond the reach of their malice. Moncton is not aware of 
the return of Walters. This circumstance will be a death-blow 
to his ambitious hopes. How devoutly they must have wished 
yon in Heaven during your illness." 

" At one time, I almost wished myself there." 

" You were not too ill to forget your friend, Geoffirey," and 
be rose and pressed my hand warmly between his own. " How 



Digitized 



byGoogk 



St4 ^Hlt IfrOKOTONS. 

<Nm I iha&k yen soAeienlij for yon dMntereBted kiiAMSs. By 
yonr gen^rons saorifioe 0f 8^ yoa have made me tbe happieat 
of men. I am now on my way to Elm Grove to nreet one, 
whom I never hoped to meek in this world agaia/' 

'' Say nothmg aboot it, Qeorge. The sacrifice may be less 
diainteretted than yon imagine — I no loiter regret it, and am 
heartily glad that I have been ingtramental to this joyfhl change 
in your proepecta." 

'' Bnt why, my good Mow, did'yon conceal from v^ the name 
of the beloved. Had you candidly told me who the lady .wae, 
I shoukl not have wounded by my coldness a dear and faitbfol 
heart.'' 

'' Your mind was so Qccupied by the image of Kate Lee — I 
dared not." 

*^ It would have saved me a deal of misery.'' 

" And destroyed our friendship." 

** You don't know me, Qeorge; honesty would have been the 
best policy, as it always is, in all cases. I could have given up 
Kate when I knew that she loved, and was beloved by, mj 
friend. Your want of candor and confidence may bave been 
the means of destroyii^ Margaretta Moncton." 

** Do not look so dreadfully severe, Qeoffirey. I admit that 
truth is the best guide of all our actions. It was my love for 
you, however, which led me to disguise the name of Gatiierine 
Lee. You don't know what a jealous fellow you are, and, at 
that time, you were too much excited and too ill to hear the 
truth. What I did for the best has turned out, as it sometimes 
does, quite contrary to my wishes. You must forgive me» 
Geoffrey. It is the first time I ever deceived you, and it will be 
the last." 

He took my hand and looked earnestly into my face, with 
those mild, melancholy eyes. To be angry long with him was 
impossible. It was far more easy to be angry with n^yself ; so, 
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I loM him Ibat I forgaye him fiom mjr r%rf hmirt, sii i^mM 
M longer harbor against him an ofikind thoaght. 

I was Btill far f^6m well, l<>w-«pirited and o«t ef humor iriih 
myself and the whole woirld. I Mi depreMed with the myBtt- 
rions and nnaooonntaye dejeetion cf mind, which often precedes 
some nnlo^ed-for q^Iamitjr. 

In Tain w^e all my eibrts to rouse myself from thki morfokl 
lethargy. The dark dond that weighed down my spirits would 
not be dispelled. I strove to fee gay ; the iangh died upon my 
lips or was choked by inrolnntary sigh^. Oeorge, who was 
anxionsly watching my countenance, rose and walked to the 
window — and, tired of my uneai^ podticm on the hard, craey, 
old sofa — and willing to turn the civrent of my thoughts from 
flowing in such a turbid bed — I followed his example. 

We stood for a while in silence, watching the groups which 
occasionally gathered beneath the archway of the little inn, to 
discuss the news of the village. 

"You are not well, Gkoffrey. Your journey has fa^gued 
you. Lie down and rest for a few hours.*' 

** Sleep IS out of the question, in my present feverl^ state. 
I will resume my journey." 

" What, in the face of the storm that is rapidly gathering ! 
Do you see that heavy cloud in the northwest V 

^ I am not afraid of thunder." 

" It has a particular effect upon some people. It gives me 
an intolerable headache, hours before it is even apparent in the 
heavens. To this cause I attribute your sudden depression of 
spirits." 

I shook my head sceptically. 

"Then, do tell me, dear Gkof^ what it is that disturbs 
youf' 

" My own thoughts. Do not laugh, George. These things 
to the suiferer are terrible realities. I am oppressed by melan* 
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chflfy aattcipftftioiM of evil Apainftilconacioosaess ofi^^yroadih 
log MHnow.'' I hare ezperieiiced this often b^ro^ but DeTW 
to BQch an extent as to-daj. Let me have my own wa j. It k 
good for me to combat with the evil genios alone." 

'' I tiiink not. Duty compels us to combat with such feelmgi. 
The indolgence of them tends to shake oar reUaoce <m the 
aerey of Ood, and to render ns unhappy and discontented.'^ 

" This is one of the mysteries of mind which we cannot couf 
prehend. The links which unite the visible with .the invisible 
world. But whether they have their origin from above or 
beneath is, to me, very donbtfol — unless such presentiments ope- 
rate as a warning to shun impending danger. 

" I hear no admonitory voice within. All is dark^^till and 
heavy, like the Uack calm that slumbers in the densc^tolds 
of yon thttnder-doud ; as if the mind was suddenly deprived of 
all vital energy, and crouched beneath an overwhelmii^ coo- 
scionsness of horror." 

George gave me a sudden sidelong scrutinizing glance, as if 
he suspected my recent accident had impaired my reason. 

A vivid flash of lightning, followed by a sadden crash of thua- 
der, made us start some paces back from the window, and a 
horseman dashed at full speed into the inn yard. 

Another blinding flash — another roar of thunder, which 
seemed to fill the whole earth and heavens, made me involun- 
tarily close my eyes, when an exclamation from George — "Good 
heavens, what an escape 1'' — ^made me as quickly hurry to the 
window. 

The lightning had struck down the horse and rider whom we 
had before observed. The nobler animal alone was slain. 

The avenging bolt of heaven had passed over and left the 
head of the miscreant, Theophilas Moncton, unscathed. 

Livid with recent terror, and not over-pleased with the loss 
of the fine animal at his feet, he cast a menacing glance at the 
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lowering sky above, and bidding the ostler with an oath (which 
floonded like doable blasphemy in onr ears) to take care of the 
saddle imd bridle, he entered the inn, shaking the mnd and rain 
from his garments, and mattering indistinct cnrses on his ill- 
loc^. 

" The Idasphemoos wretch I" I cried, drawing a long breath. 
" Bad as the father is, he is an angel when compared with the 
•on." 

" Geoffrey, he is what the father has made him. I would 
give mach to witness the meeting." 

''Toa wonld see' a frightfal pictare of human gnilt and 
depravity. Half his fortane woold scarcely bribe me to witness 
snch a revolting scene." 

The rain was now pouring in torrents, and one inky hue had 
overspread the whole heavens. Finding that we were likely to 
be detained some hours, G-eorge ordered dinner, and we deter- 
mined to make ourselves as comfortable as circumstances would 
admit. 

All our efforts to provoke mirth, however, proved abortive. 
The silence of our meal was alone broken by the dull clattering 
of knives and forks, and the tinkling of the bell to summon the 
brisk waiter to bring wine and draw the cloth. But if we were 
mlent, an active spirit was abroad in the house, and voices in 
loud and vehement altercation in the room adjoining, arrested 
our attention. 

The muttered- curse, the restless, impatient walking to and 
fro, convinced us that the parties were no other than Robert 
A^oncton and his son, and that their meeting was not likely to 
h^e a very amicable termination. At l^th, the voice of my 
uncle in a terrible state of excitement, burst forth with this 
awful sentence : 

** I discard you, sir I From this day you cease to be my son. 

Go, and take my curse along with you I Go to ! and 

may we never meet in time or eteoity again." 
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Wiik a Ultor, toem^ iMgh the doiaheritod r^pUed. "In 
hmrw. we $U0, nerer meet ; on earth, perhaps, we may meet 
too toon. In the pboe to which joa have so nnceremotuosaly 
tent me, I can percem some Ungmng remains of paternal 
affection — that where yon are, I maj be also." 

"Hold yoar tongne, sir. Dare yon to handy worda with 
ner 

" It wonld be wiMk)m in yon, my most righteous progenitor, 
to bribe ne to do ao, wh^ yon know how mnch that tongne 
can reyeal.'^ 

Another saeering derittye lai^h from 'the soa» of feodish 
exaltation, and a deep, hollow groan from the fatiier, and the 
nnhallowed conference was over. 

Borne one passed the door with rapid steps. I walked to the 
window as Theophilns emerged into the court-yard below. He 
raised hie eyes to the window ; I met their dull, leaden stare ; 
1m started and stopped ; I turned contemptuously away. 

Presently after we heard him bargaintog for a horse to carry 
him as &r as York on his way to London. 

''I don't envy Robert Moncton's fe^ngs^" said George. 
** What can have been the cause of this violent quarrel ?" 

"It may spring from severe! causes. His son's marriage 
alone would be sofficient to exasperate a man ^ Im malig- 
nant disposition. But look, Harnsou, the dou^ are parlji^ 
in the west. The moon rises early, and we shall have a lovely 
u^ht after the rain for our journey to York." ^ 

" Our — I was going by the coach which passes through the 
village in an hour to Elm Grove, But now I thioJfr of it, 1 will 
postpone my visit wgil the morrow, and acoompan^ yon a few 
miles on your way.^^ 

" I should be delighted with your company, George, but" — 

" You would rather be alone, nursing these gloomy thougbts ¥^ 

** Not exactly. But it will postpone your visit to Miss Lee.** 

" Only a few hours ; and as I wrote yesterday and never 
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mentioned mj tisit, which was a sndden whim — one of your odd 
presentiments , Gteofirej, which seemed to compel me almost 
i^ainst my will to come here — ^e cannot be ^sappointed. To 
tell yon the troth, I did not like the look with which yonr 
eonsin recognized yon. When rognes are; abroad it behoves 
honest men to keep close together. I am determined to see 
you safe to York." 

I was too moch pleased with the proposal to raise any 
obstacles in the way. We fell into cl^erfd conversation, and 
whilst watching the clearing up of the ifreather, we saw Robert 
Moncton monnt his horse and ride out of the Inn-yard. 

''The sn^ is breaking throngh the donds, George. It is 
time wtt were upon the road.'' 

** With all my heart/' said he ; and a few minutes after we 
Were ilpon our journey. 

Vjie frestiness of the air after the heavy rains, the delicious 
perfume *of^h|5hQdge-rows, and the loud clear notes of the black- 
bird, re^untlln^ from the bosky dells in the lordly plantations 
skirting the f oad, succeeded in restoring my animal spirits. 

Nothing could exceed the tranquillity of the lovely evening. 
George offcen checked his horse and broke out into enthusiastic 
exclamations of delight whilst pointing out to* me the leading 
features in the beautiful country through which we were travel- 
ling. 4 ^^ 

" Where fxh your gloomy forebodings now, Seoffrey ?" 

" This gldBous scene has well-nigh banished them. Nature 
has alwam such an exhilarating effect upon my mind that I can 
hardly f^miserable while the sun shines.'' 

Geotger turned towards me his kin(^|ft|p eyes and animated 
countenance. 

" Geoffrey, I have not felt so happy as I do this evening, 
since I was a little, gay, light-hearted boy. I could sing aloud 
in the joyousness of hope and pleasing anticipation. In thib 
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mpeet mj fedings daring the day have been qaite tbe opposite' 
of yours. I reproach myself for not being able to sympathijsa 
in your nerroosly depressed state of mind.'' 

" Yoor being sad, George, would not increase my cheerfnlnesHi. 
The quiet serenity of the hour has operated upon me like a 
healing balm. I can smile at my superstitious fears, now that 
the dark cloud is clearing from my mind." 

Thus we rode on, chatting with the familiarity of long-tried 
friendship, discussing our past trials, present feelings, and future 
prospects, until the moon rose brightly on our path ; and we 
pushed our horses to a quicker ^ftice, in order to reach the dij 
before midnight. 

The road we were trayelling had been cut through a ste^ 
hill. The banks on either side were very high, and crowned with 
plantations of pine and fir, that cast into deep shadow the c^aee 
between. The hill was terminated by a large deep grarel pit, 
through the centre of which our path lay — and the opposite rise 
of the hill, which was destitute of trees, lay gleaming brightly 
in the mooshine. 

As we gained the wood-crowned height, we perceiyed a horse- 
man slowly riding down the steep before us. His figure was 
so blended with the dark shadows of the descending road, that 
the clicking of his horse's hoofs, and the moving mass of deeper 
shade alone proclaimed his proximity. 

" This is a gloomy spot, Qeorge. I wish we were fairly out 
of it." 

" Afraid, Geoffrey — ^and two to one ?" 

'' No, not exactly afraid ; but this ^ot would be lonely at 
noonday. Look — ^look I George, what makes that man so 
suddenly check his Abe as he gains the centre of the pit and 
emerges into the moonlight ?" 

" Silence I" cried George. " That was the report of a pMxL 
Follow me 1" 
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We spurred oar hones to fall speed and galloped down the 
hUi. 

The robbers, if indeed anj were near, had disappeared, and 
we fonnd the man whom we had preyioosly obserred, rolling on 
the gronnd in great agony, and weltering in blood. 

Dismoanting from onr horses, we ran immediately to his 
assistance. He raised his head as we i^proadied, and said in a 
low hollow Toice, — 

*' I am shot, I know the rascal, he cannot escape. Raise my 
head, I feel choking — a little higher. The wound may not be 
mortal, I may lire to be revenged apon him yet." 

"The sonnd of that voice — the sight of those well-known 
features, rendered me powerless. I stood mute and motionless, 
sti^g upon the writhing and crushed wretch before me, unable 
to render him the least asnstance. 

It was my^ unde who lay bleeding there, slain by sooie 
onknown hand. A horrible thought flashed through my brain ; 
a ghastly sickness came over me and I stifled the unnatural sup- 
position. 

In the meanwhile Harrison had succeeded in raising Mr. 
Mmicton into a sitting posture, and had partly ascertained the 
nature of his wound. Wliilst thus employed, the moon shone 
fall upon his face, and my uncle, uttering a cry of terror, fell 
prostrate on the ground, whilst the blood gushed in a dark 
stream from his wounded shoulder. 

" Geoffrey,'' and George beckoned me to come to him, " don't 
stand shaking there like a person in an ague fit. Something 
nrast be done, and that immediately, or your uncle will die on 
the road. Mount the high bank, and see if you can discover 
any dwelling nigh at hand, to which he can be conveyed." 

His voice broke the horrid trance in which my senses were 
bound. I sprang up the steep side of the grat^l pit, and sa# 
before me a marshy meadow, and not &r from the road, a Ugbk 
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f^faniaerad from a eAixt windoir. It wm a wrMMi looking 
place, bat the onlj habitation in sight, nearer than the villi^e^ 
whose ohoreh spire, about two miles &tant, glimmered in the 
moonbeams. Taming onr horses loose to graze in the meadow, 
we lifted a gate from the hinges, and plamng the now insensible 
lawywr Upon tMi roi^ litter, which we covered with oar tra- 
telUng cloaks, we sacceeded with mach diiBcaltjr, and after a 
considerable lapse of time, in reaching the miserable horel. 

On the approach of footsteps, the persons within extingnished 
the light, and for some time we continaed rapphig at the door 
without receiving any answer. 

I soon lost all patience, and began to hollo and shont in the 
hope of provoking attention. 

Another long pause. 

'* Open the door," I cried, ''a man has been shot on the road; 
he will die without assistance." 

A window in the thatch slowij undosed, and a hoarse female 
voice croaked forth in reply : 

*' What concern is that of mine ? Who are you who disturb 
honest folk at this hour of the night with your drunken damcws t 
Hy house is my castle. B^^ne, I tell you I I will not come 
down to let you in." 

*' Dinah North," said Harrison, solemnly, " I have a message 
for yon, which you ^are not gainsay — ^I command you to unbar 
the door and receive us instantly." 

Thh speech was answwed by a wild shrill ory, move resem- 
bling the howl of a tortured dog than any human sound. I felt 
the blood freeze in my veins. Harrison whispered in my 
ear, — 

** She will obey my summcms, which she believes not one ct 
earth. Stay with your unde, while I ride forward to the village 
to procure medical aid, and make a deposition befdure the magia- 
Arate of what has oconrred. Don't let the fiend know that I am 
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aU?e« U is of tbe aicaost uaportMct to ns aU^ that she should 
^iU belkTe ja^ dead." 

I tried to detain him, not much Uiuag mj presei^t position; but 
he had yanished, and shortly after I heard the clatter of his 
iiorse's hools gallopii^ at fall speed towards the town« 

What a fearful termination of mj gloomj presentimentSi 
thought I, as I looked down at the li?id face and prostriU^ form 
of Robert Moncton. 

<< Where will this frightful scene end 7" 

The gleam of a light flashed across the broken casement ; the 
next moment Dinah North stood before me. 

•* Geoffrey Moncton, is this you ?" There was another voice 
that spoke to me — a voice from the grave. ^' Where is your 
companion 7" 

''I am idone with the doad/' I said, pomcing to the body. 
" Look there I" 

She held up the %ht and bent over that insensible bleeding 
mass, and looked long, and I thought triun^^hantly, at tho 
ghastly face of the acccmiplice in all her crimes. Then turning 
her hollow eyes on me, she said cahnly : 

" Did you murder him ?" 

" No, thank God, I am guiltless of his blood ; but he seems 
to know the hand that dealt the blow." 

" Ha, ha I" shrieked the hag, ** my dream was true— my hoiw 
t&ihd idream. Even so, last night, I saw Robert Moncton 
weltering in his blood, and my poor Alice was wiping the deathr 
damps from his brow ; and I saw more — ^more, but it was a 
sight for the damned — a sight which cannot be repeated to 
mortal ears. 

"Yes, Robert Moncton, it is all iq> with you; we hav^ 
sinned together and must both drink of that fiery cup. I know 
the worst now." 

"Hnsht he moves— ho still lives. He may jol rooover. 
Let us cajry him into the house." 
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** He has troabied the e«rth «id your fothei^ house long 
enq^h, Geoffrey Moncton/' said the strange woman, in a soft- 
ened, and I thought, melancholy tone. " It is time that both 
he and I received the reward of our misdeeds.'' 

She assisted me to carry the body into the house, and strip- 
ping off the clothes, we laid it upon a low flock bed, which 
oecnpied one comer of the miserable apartment, orer which she 
threw a coarse woollen coverlid. 

She then examined the wonnd with a critical eye, and after 
washing it with brandy she said that the ball conld be 
extracted, and she thought that the wonnd was not mental and 
might be cored. 

Tearing his neckcloth into bandages, she succeeded in stanndi- 
ing the blood, and diluting some ot the brandy with water, she 
washed the face of the wounded man, and forced a few q>oonfuls 
down his throat 

Drawing a long, deep sigh, Robert Moncton imdosed his 
eyes. For some minutes they rested unconsciously upon us. 
Becollection slowly returned, and recoiling from the touch of 
that abhorrent woman, he closed them again and groaned 
heavily. 

" We have met, Robert, in an evil hour. The friendship of 
the wicked brings no comfort in the hour of death or in the day 
of judgment." 

" Avaunt, witch I The sight of your hideous face is worse 
than the pangs of death. Death,'' he repeated slowly — ** I am 
not near death — I will not die— I cannot die." 

" You dare not 1" said Dinah, in a low, malignant whisper. 

** Is this cowardly dastard the proud, wealthy Robert Mono- 
ton, who thought to build up his house by murder and treachery? 
Methinks this is a noble apartment and a fitting couch for the 
body of Sir Robert Moncton to lie in state." 

'* Mocking fiend 1 what pleasure can you find in my misery 7" 

'' Much, much — oh, how much. It is not fair that I should 
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bear the tortures of the damned alone. Since the death of the 
only thing I ever loved I have had strange thoughts and terrible 
visions ; restless, burning nights and fearful days. But I 
cannot repent or mah undone that which is done. I can 
neither weep nor pray ; I can only curse — bitterly curse thee 
and thine. I rejoice to see this hour — to know that before I 
depart to your Master and mine, the yengeance of my soul will 
be satisfied." 

** Geoffrey, I implore you to drive that beldame from the 
room. The sight of her hideous face and her ominous croaking 
will drive me mad." 

** Uncle, do not exhaust your strength by answering her. 
She is not in her right senses. In a few minutes my friend will 
return with surgical aid, and we will get you removed to more 
comfortable lodgings in the village." 

"Do not deceive yourselves," returned Dinah ; " from the bed 
on which he now lies, the robber and murderer will never rise 
again. As he has sown, so must he reap. He deserves small 
kindness at your hands, Geoffrey Moncton. You should rather 
.rejoice that the sting of the serpent is drawn, and that he can 
hurt you and yours no more." 

" Alas I" returned I, taking the hand of the wretched sufferer 
in mine, " how much rather would I see him turn from his evil 
deeds, and live 1" 

" God bless you, Geoffrey I" sobbed forth my miserable uncle, 
bursting into tears ; perhaps the first he ever shed in his life. 
" Deeply have I sinned against you, noble, generous boy. Can 
you forgive me for my past cruelty ?" 

" I can — I do ; and should it please God to restore ^u to 
health, I will prove the truth of what I say by deeds, not words. 
I assure you, uncle, I feel more anxious to save your soul from 
eternal misery, than to gain any advantage by your death." 

" Do not look so like your father, Geoffrey. His soul speaks 



Digitized 



byGoogk 



891 THB MONCTONS. 

to MB through your ejes. Your kindness heaps coals of fire 
upon mj head. It would gire me less tortore to hear you corse 
than pray for me." 

*' Pray for yonrsel^ ande. I have never attended to these 
things as I ought to have done. I am punished now, when I 
hare no word of comfort or instruction for you." 

** Pray 1" and he drew a long sigh. " My mother died when 
Ned and I were boys. We soon forgot the prayers she taught 
OS. My father*s Qod was Mammon. He taught me early to 
worship at the same shrine. No, Geof&ey, no — ^it is too late to 
pray. I feel — ^I know that I am lost. I have no part or lot in 
the Saviour — ^no love for God, in whom I never believed until 
this fatal hour. 

" I have injured you, Geoffrey, and am willing to make all the 
reparation in my power by restoring you to those rights which I 
have labored so hard to set aside." 

" Spare yourself, uncle, the painful relation. Let no thought 
on that score divert your mind from making its peace with God. 
Walters has returned, and the documents necessary to prove my 
legitimacy are in Sir Alexander's hands." 

" Walters returned !" shrieked my uncle. *' Both heaven and 
hell conspire against me. What a tale can he unfold." 

" Ay, and what a sequel can I add to it," said Dinah, rising 
from her seat, and standing before him like one of the avenging 
furies. " Listen to me, Geoffrey Moncton, for it shall yet be 
told!" 

" Spare me, cruel woman, in mercy spare me. Is not your 
malice sufficiently gratified, so see me humbled to the dust 7" 

"^h I if your villainy had proved suoeessful, and you were 
reveUing in wealth and splendor, instead of grovelling there 
beneath the lash of an awakened conscience, where would be 
your repentance ? 

" What would then become of Geoffrey Moncton's claims to 
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legitimaej 1 I troir he woald remain a J>a8tard to the end of 
his days." 

" Oeoffrey, for God's sake bid that woman hold her venomons 
tongne. I feel faint and sick with her upbraidings." 

** He is fainting/' I said, torning to Dinah. '^ Allow him to 
die in peace." 

*' Yon are a fool to feel the least trouble about him," said 
Dinah. " There, he is again insensible ; onr efforts to bring him 
to his senses will only make matters worse. Listen to me, 
Geoffirey Moncton, I have a burden on my conscience I would 
fain remove, and which it is necessary that you should know. 
Remember what I told you when we last met. That the next 
time we saw each other, my secret and yours would be of equal 
Talue." 



16 
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CHAPTER XXT. 

DINAH'S CONFESSION. 

" It is an ill wind, they say, Geoffrey Moncton, tb&t \A6WB 
DO good to any one. Had the son of Sir Alexander Moneton 
lived, you would hare retained your original insignificance. It 
is from my guilt that yon derive a clear title to the lands aftd 
honors which by death he lost." 

I know not why, but as she said this, a cold chill crept 
through me. I almost wished that she would leave the terrible 
tale she had to tell untold. I felt that whatever its import might 
be, that it boded me no good. 

My situation was intensely exciting, and made me alive to the 
most superstitious impressions. It was altogether the most 
important epoch in my life. 

Seated at the foot of that miserable bed, the ghastly fsLce of 
the wounded man just revealed by the sickly light of a miserable 
candle, looked stark, rigid and ghost-like, to all outward appear- 
ance, already dead. And that horrible iiag, with her witch-like 
face, with its grim smile, standing between me and the clear 
beams of the moon, that bathed in a silvery light the floor of 
that squalid room, and threw fantastic arabesques over the 
time-stained walls — glanced upon me like some fool visitant 
from the infernal abyss. 

The hour was solemn midnight, when the dead are said to 
awake in their graves, and wander forth until the second crowii^ 
of the bird of dawn. I felt its mysterious influence steal ov«r 
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Biy senses, and rob me of my nsofJ courage, and I leaat forward, 
to ^at out the ghastly scene, and covered my face with my hands. 

Every word that Dinah uttered fell upon my fear with terrible 
^Bitiiietness, as she oontimted her revelations of the past. 

" My daaighter, Bachd, by some strange fatality had woQ tbe 
regaid of her delicate rival, Lady Moncton, who seemed to feel 
a perverse pleasure in loading her with favors. Whether she 
kaew of the attachment that had existed between her and Sir 
Alexander is .a secret. Perhaps ^e did not, and was 0tAj 
f^TQck with the beauty and eleg»ioe of the hn&tsman^ wife — 
which was certainly very unusual in a person of her toimble 
parent!^. Be that as it may, she deemed her worthy of the 
highest trust that one woman can repose in another. The 
charge of her infant son, and that son the heir of a vast estate. 

''Rachel was not insensible to the magnitude of the con- 
fidence reposed in her ; and for the first six months of the 
inlh&t's life, she performed her duty conscientiously, and bestowed 
i^on hw nurse^hild the most devoted care. 

" Robert Moncton came to the Hall at this time to receive 
the rents of the estate for Sir Alexander — ^for he was his man 
cf business. He saw the child, and perceived that it was a poor, 
Ihigile, pding thing; the thought entered his wicked heart, 
that if this weakly scion of the old family tree w^e removed 
his son would be heir to the title and lands of Moncton. 

** I don't know what argument he made use of to win Rachel 
to his purpose. I was living with him at the time as his house- 
keeper ; for the wife he had married was a poor, feeble-minded 
creature — ^the mere puppet of his imperious will, and a very 
indiiferent manager. But she loved him, and at that period be 
was a very handsome man, and had the art of hiding his tyran- 
nical temper, by assuming before strangers a pleasing, dignified 
jsanner, which imposed on every person who was not acquainted 
'WHh the secrets of the donestte prison-house. 
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*' Rachel consented to make away with the child ; but on 
the Terj night she had set apart for the perpetration of tiie 
deed, Ood smote her own lovely boy npon the breast, and the 
tears of the distracted mother awoke in her mind a coascioos- 
ness of the terrible sin she had premeditated. 

" To hearts like Robert Moncton's and mine this clrcnmstanoe 
would not have deterred ns from onr purpose ; but Rachel was 
not like as, hardened in goilt or bad, and unknown to ns both 
A» reared the yonng heir ci Moncton as her own. 

" It was strange that neither of us suspected the fact. 

** I might have known, from the natural antipathy I felt for 
the child, that he was not of my flesh and blood ; but God hid 
it from me, till Rachel informed me on her death-bed of the 
deception she had practised. 

'* It was an important secret, and I determined to make use 
of it to extort money from Robert Moncton, when the child 
flhttuld be old enough to attract his attention. I owed him a 
long grudge, and this gave me power to render him restless and 
Biiserable. Thus I suffered George Moncton to live, to obtain 
a two-fold object — ^the gratification of Avarice and Rerengc. 

" In spite of neglect and harsh treatment, which were ins^Mur- 
able from the deep-rooted hatred I bore him on his parents' 
account, the hand of Heayen was extended over the injured 
cHild. 

'' He ont-grew the feeble delicacy of his infancy, and when he 
had attained his fourth year, was a beautiful and intelligei^ 
boy. 

" His father, as if compelled by powerful natural instinct, 
lavished upon him, the most abundant marks of favor. Lady 
Moncton's love was that of a doting mother, which increased 
np to the period of her death. 

''The death of Lady Moncton, and that of Roger Momington, 
followed quickly upon each other, and all my old hq>es revived, 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THX MOKCTONS. S41 

when Sir Alexander renewed his attentions to my daughter. 
Bat Tain are the expectations of the wicked. Bitter experience 
has taoght me (though it took me a long life to learn that les- 
son) that man cannot contend with God — and my beantifol 
Rachel died in her prime, jnst when mj fondest expectations 
seemed on the point of realization. 

" Years fled on — ^years of burning disappointment and ungra- 
tified passion. The little girl Rachel left to my care was hand- 
some, clever and affectionate, and I loved her with a fierce love, 
such as I never felt before for anything of earth — and she loved 
me — a creature from wliose corrupted nature, all living things 
seemed to start with abhorrence. 

" I watched narrowly the young heir of Moncton, who led 
that smiling rosebud by the hand, and loved her too, but not as 
1 could hav^ wished him to love her. 

" Had I seen the least hope of his ever forming au attach- 
ment for his beautiful playmate, how different would have been 
my conduct towards him. 

" Alice, was early made acquainted with the secret of his 
birth, and was encouraged by me, to use every innocent bland- 
ishment towards him, and even to hint that he was not her 
brother, in order to awaken a tenderer passion in his breast. 

" His heart remained as cold as ice. His affections for 
never exceeded the obligations of nature, due to her as^ 
sister. They were not formed for each other and, again disap*^ 
pointed in my ambitious hopes, I vowed his destruction. 

" At this time Sir Alexander sent him to school at York, and 
the man who lies grovelling on that bed, was made acquainted 
with his -existence." 

A heavy groan, from Robert Moncton, interrupted for a few 
minutes the old woman^s narrative. She rose from her seat, 
took the lamp from the table, and bending over the sorry oouch, 
regarded the rigid marble features of my uncle, with the same 
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keea acrutinyi that she had looked upon me in the garret of the 
old house in Hatton Garden. 

** It was bat a passing pang," she said, resuming her seat. 
" His ear is closed to ^1 intelligible sounds.'' 

I thought otherwise, but after rocking herself to and fro on 
her seat for a short space, she ag^in fixed upon me her dark, 
searching, fiery eyes, and resumed her tdile. 

'' Robert Moncton bore the intelligence with more temper 
th^ft I expected. Nor did he then propose any act of opea 
violence towards the innocent object of our mutual hatred — but 
determined to destroy him in a more deliberate and less danger- 
ous way. At that time I was not myself eager for his death, 
for my poor deluded, lost Alice, had not then formed the ill- 
fated attachment to Theophilus Honcton, which terminated ia 
her broken heart and early grave — and which, in fact, has 
proved th^ destruction of all, and rendered the house of the 
destroyer as desolate as my own. 

" At first I could not believe that the attachment of my 
poor girl to Theophilus was sincere, but when I was at length 
convinced that both were in earnest, my long withered hopea 
revived. I saw her in idea, already mistress of the Hall, and 
often in {urivate called her Lady Moncton. 

*^ I despised the surly wretch, whom, unfortunately, she only 
loved too well, and looked upon his union with my grandchild 
as a necessary evil, through which she could alone reach the 
summit of my ambitious wishes. 

" In the meanwhile, Alice played her cards so well that she 
and her lover were privately married — she binding herself, by 
a solemn promise, not to divulge the secret, even to me, oAtil 
a fitting oj^rtunity. 

" After a few months, her situation attracted my attention. 
I aeeosed her of having been betrayed by her fasbioni^ble para- 
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''She denied the charge — was obstinate and Yioleait, and 
much bitter langnage passed between ns. 

Jost at this period, yoong Mornington returned to as, a mined 
man. He fell sick, and both Alice and myself hoped that his dis- 
ease wonld terminate fatally. In this we were disappointed. He 
slowly and snrely recovered in spite of oar coldness and neglect. 

** Before he was able to leaye his bed, Robert Moncton, who 
had discovered his victim's retreat, paid as a visit. iWe, he 
Cflijoled, by promising to give his consent to his 9on's marriage 
with Alice, bat only on condition of onr aniting to rid him for 
ever of the man who stood between him and the long-coveted 
estates and title of Moncton. 

" I, for my part, was easily entreated, for onr interests were 
too closely united in his destruction, for me to raise any objec- 
tions. 

" Alice, however, was a novice in crime, and she resisted his 
arguments with many tears, and it was not until he threatened 
to disinherit her husband, if he ever dared to speak to her 
again, that she reluctantly consented to administer the fatal 
draught that Robert prepared with his own hands.'' 
. There was a long pause, I thought I heard the sound of hprses' 
hoofs in the distance. Dinah heard it too, and hastened tP co];l- 
clnde her narrative. 

** Yes, Qeorge Moncton died in the bloom of life, the victim 
of treachery from the very morning oi his days. But the cry 
of the innocent blood has gone up to the throne of Qod, and 
terrible vengeance has pursued his murderers. 

" When I discovered that Alice was the lawful wife of Theo- 
I^ilus Moncton, and that the child she carried, if it proved a 
son, would be Sir Alexander's heir, I made a journey to Lon- 
don, to communicate the fact to Robert Moncton, and to force 
him to acknowledge her publicly as his daughter-in-law. 

" He would not believe me on my oath — ^and declared that it 
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was only another method to extort money. I produced the 
proofs. He Yowed that they were base forgeries, and tore the 
documents, trampUng them under his feet — and it was only when 
I threatened to expose the murder of his cousin, that he conde- 
scended to listen to reason. 

" It was then, for the first time, I heard of your existence, 
and a new and unforeseen enemy, seemed to start up and defy me 
to my teeth. 

'* Robert Moncton langhed at my fears, and told me how 
ingeniously he had contrived to brand you with the stigma of 
illegitimacy. 

'' He could not howeyer lull my fears to rest, until I was satis- 
fied that Walters had really placed the stolen certificates in the 
iron chest in your garret — and late as it was, we went to assure 
ourselves of the fact.'' 

" Oh, how well I remember that dreadfd visit," said I — " and 
the horrible dream that preceded it." 
" You were awake, then ?" 

" Yes — awake with my eyes shut — and heard all that passed." 
" A true Moncton," and she shook her palsied head. " The 
devil is in you all. You know then, that our search was fruit- 
less, and I returned to Moncton with the conviction, that we 
were destined to be defeated in our machinations. 

** Six months after these events, Alice gave birth to a son, 
" and was greatly cheered by the news, which reached her through 
one of the servants at the Hall, that heif husband had returned 
from Italy, and was in London." 

*' The rest of her melancholy history is known to me," said I. 
'' It was my arm that lifted her from the water when she at- 
tempted to destroy herself. Oh, miserable and guilty woman, 
what have you gained by all your deep-laid schemes of villainy f 
As to you, Dinah North, the gibbet awaits you — and your pros- 
pects beyond the grave are more terrible still." 
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" Dinah North will never die beneath the gaze of an fusolent 
mob," said the old woman, with a snllen langh. ** A few months 
ago, Geoffrey Moncton, and I would have suffered the rack, 
before I would have confessed to you aught that mighrfrender 
you a service, but the kindness you showed to my unhappy grand- 
child — awoke in my breast a feeling towards you foreign to my 
nature, I have been a terrible enemy to your house. But you, 
at least, should regard me as a friend. Had George Momcton 
lived, what would become of your claims to rank and fortune ?" 

'' Dinah, he does live !" an^he conviction that I was penni- 
less — a poor dependent upon a noble house, instead of being the 
expectant heir, pressed at that moment painfully on my heart. 
** See," I continued, ad the door opened, and George attended 
by several persons entered the hous^, " he is here to assert bk 
lawful claims. The grave has given up its dead." 

The same wild shriek that burst so frightfully on my ears, 
when George first addressed the old woman, rang through the 
apartment. 

** Constables, do your duty," said George. ** Instantly secure 
that woman." 

As he spoke, the light was suddenly extinguished, and we 
were left in darkness. Before the hurry and bustle of re-kind- 
ling it was over, Dinah North had disappeared, and all seareh 
after her proved fruitless. 
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OHAPTSR XXXI. 

BSTBIIWriVIE JI78fX6B. 

BoBi^BT MoNOTON had IfUD ia <||kipor for the last hoar. Hib 
MTgwa whom Gheorge had brought with him &om the Tillage, 
after carefully examining the wooad, to> my sarfMriae, declared 
ttiat it was mortal, and that the Baffler conld not be removed, 
aa las life mast terminate in a few hours. 

Daring the extraction of the ballet aad the dressing oi the 
woand, Robert Moncton recoyered his senses and self-possession, 
and heard his doom with a ^assy gase of fixed despur. 

Then, with a deep sigh, he asked if a lawyer were present, ai 
he wished to make his will, and set his affairs in <»rder b^ore he 
died. < 

Q^orge had bronght with him a professional gentleman, the 
clergyman, and one of the chief magistrates in the Tillage. He 
now introdoced to his notice the Rct. Mr. Ohapman, and Mr. 
Blake, the solicitor. 

** When I require your offices," he said, addressing the former 
gentleman, '' I will send for you. Such comfort as you can giTe 
in the last hour, will not atone for the sins ot a long life. This 
is one of the fallacies to which men cling when they can no 
longer help themselTCs. They will, howcTcr, find it a broken 
reed when called upon to pass through the dark Talley. 

" With you, sir," shaking hands with Mr. Blake, " my busi- 
ness lies. Clear the room till this matter is settled ; I wish as 
to be alone " 
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Tbe clergyman mounted his hone and rodf avay in high 
dudgeon. George and I gladly availed oarselves of the oppor- 
tunity of leaving for a while the gloomy chamber of death, and 
taking a torn in the fresh air. 

We wandered forth into the clear night ; the blessed and 
benignant aspect of natare forming, as it ever does, a solemn, 
holy contrast with the turbulent, restless spirit of man. Nature 
has her storms and awful convulsions, but the fruits are fertility, 
abundance, rest. The fruits of our malignant passions — sin, 
disease, mental and physical death. 

My blighted prospects, in spite of all my boasted disinterest- 
edness, weighed heavily on my heart. I tried to rejoice in my 
friend's good fortune, but human nature with all its sins and 
weaknesses prevailed. I was not then a Christian, and could 
scarcely be expected to prefer the good of my neighbor tp my 
own. 

Bowed down and bumbled by the consciousness of all I had 
lost, I should, had I been alone, have shamed my manhood, and 
found relief in tears. 

** Dear Geoffrey, why so silent ?" and George wrung my hand 
with his usual warmth. " Have you no word for your friend. 
This night has been one of severe trial. God knows how deeply 
I sympathize in your feelings. But cheer up, my dear fellow ; 
better and brighter moments are at hand." 

"No, no, not for me," returned I, almost choking. "I am 
one of the unlucky ones ; no good can ever happen to me. My 
hopes and prospects are blighted for ever. It is only you, 
George Moncton, who, in this dark hour, have reason to 
rejoice." 

He stopped and grasped my arm. " What do you mean, 
Geofl&ey, when you call me by that name ?" 

" That it belongs to you." 

** To me I Has Dinah made any confession V* 
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'' She has. Hare a little patience, Oeorge, till I cui collect 
mj scattered thoughts, and tell yon all." 

I then commonicated to him the conversation that had passed 
between Dinah and myself, though my voice often trembled with 
emotion, and I could scarcely repress my tears. 

He heard me silently to the end ; then flinging his arms 
about my neck, he pressed me closely to his heart, and we wept 
together. 

" Ah, Geoffirey, my cousin, my more than brother and fnend," 
he said at last, " how gladly would I confer upon you, if it 
would increase your comfort and happiness, the envied wealth 
that has been the fruitful cause of such revolting crimes. 

" Ah, mother 1" he continued, looking up to the calm heavens, 
and raismg his hands in a sort of ecstasy, '' dear, sainted, angel 
mother, whom, as a child, I recognized and loved, it is only on 
your account that I rejoice — ^yes, with joy unspeakable, that I 
am indeed your son — that the boy you adored and fondly 
cherished was the child you sought in heaven, and wept on 
earth as lost. And that fine, generous, noble-hearted old man 
— how proud I shall feel to call him father, and recall all his 
acts of kindness to me when a nameless orphan boy. And 
Margaretta, my gentle sister — my best and earliest friend. 
Forgive me, dear Geoffrey, if thoughts like these render me 
happy in spite of myself. I only wish that you could partici- 
pate in the fullness of my joy." 

" I will — I do 1" I exclaimed, ashamed of my past regrets. 
" The evil spirit of envy, George, cast a dark shadow over the 
sunshine of my heart. This will soon yield to better feelings. 
You know me to be a faulty creature of old, and must pity and 
excuse my weakness." 

Unconsciously we had strolled to the top of a wild, heathery 
common, which overlooked the marshy meadows below, and was 
covered with dwarf oaks and elder bushes. 
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Though close upon day-break, the moon was still bright, and 
I thought I discerned something which resembled the sharp 
outline of a human figure, suspended from the lower branch of a 
gnarled and leafless tree, the long hair and garments fluttering 
loosely in the wind. 

With silent horror I pointed it out to my companion. We 
both ran forward and soon reached the spot. 

Here, between us and the full, broad light of the moon, hung 
the skeleton-like figure of Dinah North ; her hideous counte- 
nance rendered doubly so by the nature of her death. 

Her long grey hair streamed back from her narrow contracted 
brow; her eyes wide open and staring, caught a gleam from the 
moon that heightened the malignant expression which had made 
them terrible to the beholder while in life. 

We neither spoke, but looked at each other with eyes full of horror. 

George sprang up the tree and cut down the body, which fell 
at my feet with a dull, heavy sound. 

" She has but anticipated her fate, Geoflfrey. Surely the 
hand of God is here." 

** Miserable woman !'' I said, as I turned with a shudder from 
the livid corpse — " is this the end of all your ambitious hopes ? 
Your life a tissue of revolting crimes — ^your end despair" 

We hurried back to the cottage to give the alarm, and found 
Robert Moncton awake and in his senses, though evidently sinking 
fast. 

" Dinah North dead 1" he said, ** and by her own voluntary 
act. This is retributive justice. She has been my evil genius 
on earth, and has gone before me to our appointed place. 

" Geoffrey Moncton, I have a few words to say to you before 
I follow on her track. 

" I have injured you during my life. 1 have however, done 
you justice now. I have made you my heir ; the sole inheritor 
of the large fortune I have bartered my soul to realize." 
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"Bat, oDoto, 70U Imye a sod.'' 

His fiace grew dark a^i uight 

** None that I acknowledge as such. And mark me, Oeoffiregr 
— ^he compressed his lips firmly aad grasped xaj hand tightly as 
he spoke — I have left yon this property on one condition — that 
709 never beqneath or share one copper of it with that raesal 
Theophilus Moncton, for in such case it will benefit neither 
party, bat will revert to your cousin, Margaretta Monetou. Do 
yon hear V^ and he shook me yehemently* 

" And what will become of Theophilus ?" 

He laughed bitterly. 

" He will yet meet with his deserts. What I have done may 
seem harsh to you, Qeofirey, but it is strictly just. My reasons 
for so doing may puzzle the world and astonish professional 
men, but it is a secret which never will be known until I meet the 
hnman monster, who calls himself my son, at the eternal bar. 
And may the curse of the great Judge of all flesh, and my 
curse, cleave to him for ever." 

I shrank back from him with feelings of disgust and horror, 
which 1 took no pains to conceal ; but it was unnoticed by him. 
The hand relaxed its rigid grasp, the large icy eyes lost the 
glittering brilliancy that had marked them through life, the jaw 
fell, and the soal of Robert Moncton passed forth from those 
open portals to its drear and dread account. 

" He is dead," said the lawyer. 

I drew a long sigh. 

" How did he come to his death, young gentleman 1" 

" He was shot from behind the hedge, as he rode through the 
pit at the end of the long plantation. He said, when we first 
found him, that he knew the person who shot him." 

'' He admitted ihe same thing to me, but would not mention 
the name of the assassin. I have my own suspicions." 

J had mine, but I did not wish to hint at the probability of 
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a fact that Robert Moncton had purposely, I bare no doabt, 
left unreyealed. The cause of his deaths and the hand that per- 
petrated the deed have never been discovered, bnt will remain 
open to conjecture as long as those live who feel the least inter- 
est in the subject. It was supposed, that important information 
could be obtained &om his son, which might throw some light 
upon the mystery, but he had disappeared, and no trace of his 
whereabouts could be discovered. 

We were detained for several days at the village whilst the 
coroner's inquest sat on the bodies, and we had made a state- 
ment before the proper authorities of all we knew abont this 
mysterious affair. 

Before three days were at an end, the public journals were 
filled with accounts of the awful tragedy that had occurred at 

the village of , in Yorkshire; and the great talents and 

moral worth of the murdered lawyer were spoken of in terms of 
the highest praise, which certainly astonished his relations, and 
would have astonished himself The only stain on his character, 
the extraordinary manner in which he had disinherited his only 
son, in order to place a foot relation who had been brought up 
in his house, in his shoes. It was evident to all, the part this 
domestic sneak must have acted in the dreadful tragedy to ensure 
the property to himself 

Hints of a darker nature were thrown out, which deeply 
wounded my sensitive pride, and which drew a reply from Mr. 
Blake, who stated, that Mr. Moncton told him that the murderer 
was well known to him, but he never would reveal to any one 
who or what he was. That he left young Geoffrey Moncton and 
George at the inn, and they did not come up until after he was 
shot. That the assassin did not attempt to conceal hiraself, but 
exchanged words with him and met him face to face. 

I had just taken up my pen to add my testimony to that of 
the worthy Mr. Blake, when the door of the room suddenly 
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opened, and Sir Alexander and his lovely daughter, banished 
all other objects from my brain. 

What an overflowing of eyes and hearts succeeded that unex- 
pected meeting. How I envied George the hearty embrace with 
which the fine old man received his newly recovered son. The 
tearful joy that beamed in the dark eloquent eyes of his delight- 
ed sister as she flung herself with unrestrained freedom into the 
arms of that long-cherished friend, and now beloved brother. 

My welcome was not wanting either — Sir Alexander received 
me as another son, and my own, my lovely Madge as something 
dearer to her than even a brother. 
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CHAPTER XXXI I. 

THB DOUBLE BRIDAL. 

The first ezcltemeiit of oar meeting over, I was painfiillj 
struck with the great alteration that the absence of a few weeks 
had made in the face of Margaret. 

Her eyes, always beantifol, now. gleamed with an unnatural 
brilliancy ; and her pure, pale complexion, at times was flashed 
with a hectic glow, which, contrasting with the dazzling white 
teeth and jet-black hair, gave a fearful beauty to her charming 
£ace. 

I took her hand in mine. It burned with fever. 

" Dear Margaret, are you ill ?'* 

She raised her eyes to mine, swimming in tears. 

** Not ill, Geoffrey ; only a little weak." 

" No wonder, when you are in such a state of emaciation. 
You ought not to have let the death of Alice bring you so low 
as this." 

''Your absence and long silence, dear Geoffrey, have had 
more to do with my poor health than the death of my unfortu- 
nate friend." 

"How so, dearest?" 

** Torturing anxiety, sleepless nights, and days of weeping 
would produce this change in stronger frames than mine. But 
that is all past. I am quite well and happy now, and Margaret 
will soon be herself «again." 

This was accompanied by such a sad, moonlight smile, that it 
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Only serred to increase my fears. I inquired earnestlj if her 
father had consolted a medical man. 

" Oh, yes — a dozen, at least." 

" And what opinion did they give ?" 

*' They told the plain truth. Said that my illness was pro- 
dnced by mental excitement. That change of air and scene 
wonld soon bring me round." 

I felt that I looked grave and sad. She put her arm round 
my shoulder, and whispered in my ear : ** You are mine, 
Geoffrey, and I shall soon get well in the society of those I 
love ; 60 banish that gloomy frown, and try to participate in the 
general joy. 

** I have procured an excellent flute for you, as a little pre- 
sent. You shall play, and I will sing, and Kate Lee (of whom 
I am no longer jealous) and George shall dance, and pi^a shall 
smoke his cigar beneath our favorite old tree and enjoy the fan, 
and we shall all be so happy." 

Thus did my poor, fading, white rose strive to divert my 
thoughts into a brighter channel ; and hope, ever attendant 
upon the young, cheated me into the belief that all would yet 
be well. ' 

Instead of returning to Moncton Park, George proposed owe 
accompanying him to Elm Grove. Sir Alexander thought the 
change would be beneficial to Margaretta, and we joyfollj 
accepted his proposal. 

I exchanged my horse with Sir Alexander, and took his place 
beside Madge in the open carriage. The good Baronet rode 
with his son, who had a thousand revelations of his past life ta 
communicate to his delighted father. 

Madge and I were not without our histories and confessions ; 
and long before we entered the avenue that led to Elm Grove, 
the dear girl had promised to become my wife, when returning 
heattb should remove the last barrier to our imion. 
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Oar rficepifcicm at Etan Grove was s«di ^a might bsTe beea 
expected from its amiable possessors. 

Accounts of Robert Mooctou's 4nd Dinah North's doath had 
travelled there before us, and formed^ for the first few days, the 
theme of general discussion. My kind &iend, Mrs Hepburn, 
warmlj congratulated me on mj acceasiou of fortune, and Dan 
Simpson was almost beside himself with joy. Though I could 
no longer regard myself as Sir Alexander's soccessori I found 
myself not a whit inferior in wealth and importance. 

Sir Alexander received my proposal for his daughter with 
unfeigned satisfaction. He wrung my hand with hearty good- 
will. " Two sons, my dear GeoflF. God has given me two sona 
in return for depriving me of one of them for so many years. 
Faith, my dear boy, I hardly know which of you is dearest to 
the old man. Madge, however, has fonnd oat which of the 
twain she loves best. I shall resign the Hall to George and his 
pretty bride, and will come and live with my dear girl and lay 
adopted son— ^hey, Madge 1 will yoa give the old man an easy 
place by your fire-side t" 

Margaret threw herself into his extended arms, piyrted the 
white wavy locks from his high forehead, and devootly 
kissed it 

Thus did we snSer hope to weave br^fat garlands for the 
future, without reflectiog how soon the freshest Sowers of earth 
are withered and scattered in the dust. 

Cheered by the society and sympathy of her new friends, with 
a devoted lover ever at her side, Margaretta regained much of 
her former health and cheerfulness. 

Hand in hand we roamed among the Derby hiUs, god vislied 
every romantic spot in the neighborhood — not forgetting the old 
parsonage where my mother was born — the spot w^ere my good 
old grandfather was buried — the little inn over which Mrs. 
Archer presided, who was infinitely deliigbted with seeing me 
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again, and hearing me introdnce her loyelj boy to Margaretta's 
especial notice. 

Kate Lee did the honors of the honse with the most bewitch- 
ing grace, and she and Margaretta formed the most liyelj 
attachment to each other. 

** Is she not beaatifhl, Geoffrey ?" said Margaretta, as we sat 
together on the lawn beneath the shade of a large ash ; and she 
watched her Mtod as she boanded past us down the grassy 
Aop^f to join Sir Alexander and his son in their eyening walk. 

" Yes, very beantifol, Madge." 

" Dont yon enyy George the possession of snch a charming 
wifer 

"I loye George and admire his Kate, bnt I wonld not 
exdiange my little fairy,'' and I pressed her fondly to my heart, 
" for his stately queen." 

" Ah, flatterer, how can I belieye yon, who wonld prefer the 
pale, drooping snow-drop to the perfumed, glowing rose ?" 

" Let George ke^ his rose— tiie peerless among many sweets 
— ^but giye me the pure solitary gem of early spring, which 
cheers with its modest grace the parting frowns (^envious 
winter." 

I pressed her small white hand with feryor to my lips and 
heart. The meek head of the gentle girl sunk drooping on my 
bosom. The long black lashes that veiled her matchless eyes 
were heavy with large bright tears. 

** Why do you weep, sweet Madge ?" 

'' I am too happy. These are tears of joy ; they relieve the 
fullness of my heart. After suffering so much bitter grief it is a 
luxury to weep in the arms of the beloved." 

How often have I recalled those words when weeping in mad* 
ness on her grave, and found no joy in grief — no peace in my 
distracted heart. 

The harvest had been gathered in, and the ripe autumnal 



Digitized 



byGoogk 



THX MONOTONS. S5t 

froits hvmg faeayily on the loaded trees when we returned to 
Moncton Park. The first of October had been named for the 
celebration of oar doable nuptials, and all was bustle and 
activity at the Hall, in making the necessary preparations for 
the important event. Margaretta appeared to take as much 
interest in the matrimonial arrangements as her lively friend, 
Kate. 

Not a ribbon was selected or a dress purchased, but George 
and I were called to give our opinion of its beauty or becoming- 
ness ; whilst the ^ood old Baronet's whole time and attention 
were directed to the improvements and decorations which he 
had planned in the interior of the Hall. 

Thus all went merry as a marriage bell until the second week 
in September, which was ushered in by heavy gales and frequent 
showers. 

Often, when returning from our accustomed rides and walks, 
Margaret would draw her shawl tightly round her, and clinging 
closely to my arm, would complain that she was cold — very 
cold. 

Onewday in particular, when the deceitful beauty of the morn- 
ing had induced us to extend our ride a few miles farther than 
usual, we all got drenched by a sudden shower of rain. The 
next morning my dear girl complained of a pain in her chest, 
sudden chills and weariness of mind and body. These symptons 
were succeeded by a short, hacking cough, and sudden flushing^ 
of the face, which greatly alarmed us all! 

Medical advice was instantly called in, but Margaret's malady 
daily increased and her strength rapidly declined. 

I dared not whisper to myself the fears that oppressed my 
heart, and was almost afraid of asking Dr. Wilson the nature of 
her complaint. 

To my utter grief and despair he informed me that his 
patient was beyond human aid — that a few weeks, at the 
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farthest, would terminate tbe existence of the gentlei^ and 
porest of hnman beings. 

'* It woold be cmd to deceiye yon, Mr. Moncton," he Bead, as 
be annonnced the startling tratili — ^for the cbreadfal eommonica- 
tion had quite unmanned me. '' Let this comfort jon in yoor 
affliction, that I hare anticipated this for years — ^that otrr dear 
patient has carried abont with her the seeds of this fatal maladj 
from infancy — ^that it is better that she shonld thos fall in the 
budding season of youth, than leare hereafter a family of diild- 
ren to bewail their irreparable loss. I sorrow for her father 
and you, Mr. Geoffirey, more than for her. Death has few 
terrors to a sincere Christian, and such from childhood Mar- 
garet MoQcton has been. A friend to the friendless — a sister 
of mercy to the poor and destitute." 

Oh, reader I if you have ever known what it is to see your 
fondest hopes annihilated at the very moment of their apparent 
fulfillment, you can form some idea of my mental anguish wfaSst 
watching the decay of that delicate flower. 

Margaret was now fully aware of her danger, a most uncom- 
mon circumstance in the victims of that insidious disease, on 
whom Death advances so softly that he always comes suddenly 
at last. She prepared herself to meet the mighty conquerer 
with a cheerful submission to the will of God, that surprised 
us all. 

One thing she earnestly entreated, that the marriage of 
Catherine and George might not be postponed on account of 
her illness. 

" I not only wish to witness their happiness before I go henoe, 
but to share in it," she said to us, a few days b^c»?e the one 
that had been appointed for the ceremony, as we were aU sitting 
round the sofa on which she was reclining. 

** And you, dearest Geofi&ey, must give me a lawful claim to 
the tender care I receive from you. Though I can only be your 



Digitized 



byGoogk 



THK MONCTOKS. 359 

wife in name, I shall die happy in hearing jon address me bj 
that coveted appellation." 

I could in reply only press her wasted form in my arms and 
bathe her hands and face with my tears. How earnestly had I 
.wished to call her mine, though I lacked the courage to make 
the proposal so dear to my peace. 

Oh, what a melancholy day was that to us all. Margaret's 
sweet face alone wore a serene smile, as, supported by her father, 
she stood beside me at the altar. 

How beautiful she looked in her white bridal dress. What a 
mockery was the ceremony to my tortured heart, whilst fancy, 
busy with my grief, converted those flowing garments into a 
snowy shroud. 

One little week after that melancholy event I again bent 
before that altar, to partake of the last tokens of a Saviour's 
dying love ; but I knelt alone. The grave had closed over my 
bright, my beautiful, my virgin bride, and my soul had vowed 
an eternal divorce from the vanities and lusts of earth. 

♦ ♦ * * * * ^ 

Years have fled on in their silent and undeviating course. I 
am now an old, g^ey-headed man. 

Sir Alexander Moncton has long been gathered to his fathers, 
wad the old Hall is filled by a race of healthy, noble-looking 
youDg people, the children of Sir George Moncton and Cathe- 
rine Lee. 

I, too, have a Geoffrey and a Margaret, the children of my 
adoption, for out of a large family Sir George willingly spared 
me these. 

For years I have resided at the Lodge, formerly the residence 
of Dinah North, which I have converted into a pretty dwelling, 
surrounded by shrubberies and flower-gardens. 

I love to lix^er near the scenes where the happiest and sad- 
dest moments of my life were passed. 
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Behold me now — a cheerfal and contented old man, sor- 
ronnded by dear young faces, who lavish upon Uncle Geoflfrey 
the redundant affections of warm and guileless hearts. 

My wealth is the means of making many happy — of obviating 
the sorrows of the sorrowful, and smoothing with necessary 
comforts the couch of pain. 

When I first lost my beloved Margaret, I mourned as one 
without hope ; but it pleased God to hallow and bless my afiUo- 
tions, and by their instrumentality, gently to lead me to a know- 
ledge of the truth — ^that simple and holy truth, which has set 
me free from the chains of sin and the fear of death. 

In what a different light I view all these trials now. How 
sincerely I can bless the munificent hand that wounds but to 
seal — punishes but to reform — who has poured upon the dark- 
ness of my soul the light of life, and exchanged the love of 
earth, which bound me grovelling in the dust, for the love of 
Christ — sorrow for the loss of one dear companion and friend, 
into compassion for the sorrows and sufferings of the whole 
homanrace. 



A few words more, gentle reader, and we part for ever. 
These relate to the fate of Theophilus Moncton, and fully illus- 
trate the awful text — " There is no peace, ** saith my God, " for 
the wicked " — and again — " The wicked have no hope in their 
death." 

From the hour that Robert Moncton fell by the hand of the 
unknown midnight assassin, Theophilus Moncton was never seen 
or heard of again for upwards of twenty years, until his name 
was forgotten, and I, like the rest of the world, believed that he 
was dead, or a voluntary exile in a foreign land. 

One day, while crossing the Strand^ just below Somerset 
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House, my charity was solicited by the dirty, ragged sweeper 
of the street. 

The voice, though long unheard, was only too familiar to my 
ear, and looking earnestly at the suppliant, with mingled sensa- 
tions of pity and horror, I recognized my long-lost cousin, 
Theophilus Moncton. 

He, too, recognized me, and dropping the tattered remains of 
his hat at my feet, muttered half aloud : 

" Do not betray me, Geoflfrey ; I am a lost and miserable 
man. My punishment is already greater than flesh and blood 
can well bear.^' 

" What assistance can I render you ?'' I asked, in a faltering 
voice, as I dropped my purse into his hat, for the sight of him 
recalled many painful recollections. 

" You have rendered me the best in your power ;" and fling- 
ing away his broom, he disappeared down a dirty, narrow alley, 
leaving me in a state of doubt and anxiety concerning 
him. 

Wishing to convert this sinner from the error of his ways, 
and to elucidate, if possible, the mystery which involved his 
father's death, I repaired to the same place for several days in 
the hope of meeting with him again, but without success. 

A week elapsed, and I found another tattered son of want 
supplying his place at the crossing of the street. Dropping a 
shilling into his extended hand, 1 asked what had become of the 
poor fellow that used to sweep there. 

" Saving your honor's presence," returned the mendicant, in 
a broad Irish accent, ** he was a big blackguard, and so he was, 
not over-honest neither, and always drunk. T'other day, some 
foolish body who had more money nor wit, took a fancy to his 
ugly, unwholesome phiz., and gave him a purseful of gould — or 
mayhap he stole it — an' he never quits the grip of the brandy 
bottle till he dies. They carried the body to the poor-house, 
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and that's all I knows of the chap. Tis a lucky thing, yer 
honor, that the scamp has neither wife nor child." 

I thought 80, too, as with a heavy sigh I took my way to the 
inn, murmaring to myself as I walked along : 

" And snch is the end of the wicked." 



THE END. 
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160 & 162 NASSAU STREET, 

^ PUBLISH TBM fOLLOWZHO 

VERY POPULAR ANTI-CATHOLIC WORK& 



FATHER GAVAZZrS LECTURES 

IN NBW YORK. 

AMO, 

riTB LIFE OP FATHER GAVAZZI, 

OOBBBOTBS ABO AUTBOBISBD BT HIM8BLV. 

iV<0«, inpaper, 60 ott. ; cM^ 75 «<«. 

Hhaielf a Priest, be Is cognizant of the vices and abases tbat exist In the Bomish 
duirch, an4 does not fear to expose them at the basard of big life. The olergj and tha 
press QMak of bis Lectores in entbnsiastic terms. 



BE A TRICE; 

OB, THE UHKHOWH BELATIVIS. 

BT MISS SmOLAIR. 
Fricst inpaper, 60 et$.; eMh^ neU^ 
The most formidable opponent of Romanism that tiie Oburch hat had this oentory. 
Orer 40^000 copies bare been sold. The encomloms of the press would fill rolames. 

JMraet qf aZetUrfirom Beo. IT, Murray (th« eeUbraUd JTenoin). 

BLaABXiBTOWB, Feb. 1st, 1868. 
IfBBsas. Db Wm k Datbbpobt: 

In " Bkatbiob** she taxes all her energies, and the result is a work of deep interest 
and great power. Its otject is to expose the deceptive arts of Popery and of the Jesnlts, 
and this it does with great tmthAilness and effect It can net be otherwise than greatlj 
nseftol in aiding to remove from the world the great corse of homanHy--Pop ery. 

♦ 

HELEN MULGRAVE ; 

• OB, JE8UITSXE0UTOB8HIP. 

AN AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A TOUNO LADT, A SEOEOER FROM ROMANISM. 
Jft PrieSfinpap€r^60ct$.; cMhncU. 

^ Hbuot Muxabavb ; ob, Jbbuit Bxbodtobsbip, is the title of a narrative by a converted 
Oatholio, showing one phase of the well-known intrlgne and rascality which Jesuit priests 
are wont to practice, in the ease of wills and estates of the dead. It Is a tale to harrow 
op every generoni and honorable feeling— and is all the more harrowing as the reader's 
knowledge of history wiU forbid bis ^jsgardlng it as at all exaggerated or flctttlooa^— iTew 
YorkJB^angaiH, 

The writer here records her own experience. It is a lively description of snffering and 
perseverance, and a lifelike development of the art, emelty and bUndnese of Roman* 
torn.— ^eiMMe Ewxngaut. 
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GREAT NATIONAL WORK. 
OFF-HABD TAKDiaS; OB, CRAYON SKEICBSBS 

OF THB NOTICEABLE MEN OF OUR AGE. 

BY GEORGE W. BDNGAI. 

gnibaU8^«d with IRn^Uen Portraits on SML ElegcMUy bound in etoth. Price $1 60. 

This Is a work that should be in the hands of every American whtf is proad of his 
eonntry, and of the men who hare helped to render that coantry honored abroad by 
iheir contributions in Uterature, Science, Oommerce or Arts. Though some of the per- 
sons in the following list are handled pretty roughly, still, we think most persons will allow 
that the hard treatment they get is deserved. 

The Book is well printed on beautiful paper, embellished with Nineteen Portraits, en- 
graved on Steel, in the finest s^e of the art. 



Daniel Webster. 

Henry Clay. 

Edwin H. Ohapln (portrait). 

John Charles Fremont. 

O. P. Morris and N. P. Willis. 

Wm. H. Seward (portrait). 

Edw. Everett (portrait). 

John P. Hale (portrait). 

Father Taylor. 

John G. Calhoun. 

Lewis Cass. 

Charles C. Burleigh. 

H. Ward Beecher (portrait). 

Abbot Lawrence. 

Ralph Walde Emerson. 

J. van Buren (portrait). 

John Greenleaf Whittler. 

Washington Irving. 

G. W. Bethnne. 

B. P. Whipple. 

G. C. Hebbe (portrait). 

Ruftis Choate. 

Horace Mann. 

\>r. Boardman. 



CONTENTS. 

Solon Robinson (portrait) 
John Ross Dix. 
P. T. Bamum (portrait). 
Dr. B. Kane. 
Nathaniel Hawthorne. 
Samuel F. B. Morse. 
Geo. W. Kendall. 
Saml. Houston (portrait). 
Pierre Soul6. 
W. Thackeray. 
John Pierpont. 
Horace Greeley (portrait). 
George N. Briggs. 
Theodore Parker. 
Neal Dow (portrait). 
PhUlp S. mite. 
Charles Sumner. 
Ogden Hof&nan (portrait). 
Thomas Francis Meagher. 
WendeU Philips. 
Eliha Burritt. 
Wm. C. Byrant (portrait). 
Daniel S. Dickinson. 
General Winfleld Scott 



Gerrit Smith (portrait). 

Edward Beecher. 

Thos. H. Benton (portrait). 

Wm. L. Marcy. 

Alfred Bunn. 

Peter Cartwrlght 

Anson Burlingame. 

George Law ^rtralt>. 

Dr. J. W. Fraaelk 

Dr. a H. Cox. 

Freeman Hunt 

B. P. ShUlaber. 

Bishop James. 

Rev. Mr. Wadsworth. 

Rev. Dr. Durbin. 

a A. Douglas (portrait). 

W. Gilmore Simms. 

James Gordon Bennett 

Caleb Cushlng. 

James Watson Webb. 

Dr. Duffleld. 

J. R. LoweU. 

John Mitchel (portrait;. 

And others. 



OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 
The following very brief extracts firom extended notices of the book by leading 
papers, will give the pnblio some idea of the estimation placed upon it 
Prom The OomnumweaUh, Boston. 
" The book will sell— It will be read— it will have a wide popularity. It is written in the 
right way for it, and If the author don't get his 10,000 from it we very much mistake • 
^ures. He writes like a man who is tally wide awake ; his portraits sparkle with vitality, 
^e engravings are superb, and the letter press excellent ; the binding gala-Ish. Get the 
book if you want one that win take your arm and be an agreeable companion.** 
Prom The Christian Pre&m^m, Boston, 
"* He never allows anything like dulneas to flow from his pen. His descriptions are 
graphic and to the life. Every sketch might be termed a master portrait. %e write* 
with an independent, fearless pen, without fear or favor.** 7, • 

Prom The Boston TrawUer, ^wti 

••Written in a spirited and off-hand style, presenting well-drawn and chftracteUiVB 
portraits.** ^ 

Prom The Ifewpori Jvmm, B. I. ^ 

*' The portraits are dashed off with a firee and eaqr pencil, and are uncoumtirty 
natural and life-like.** 

Prom 77ie.dSffis, Woroester^ Mass, 
Bveiy one who desires a knowledge of eislnent living men, should have this volume." 
We could fill a volume with the encomiums already received (althotiQusAa|rte of tba 
eonntiy have not been heard from), but we think we do not err in yyj|^h^B|Mr#at- 
tractive book, both in Interior and exterior, has never been offered wwiPiH^r 

DBWITT k DAVENPORT, Publishers, 
Nos. 160 and 16S Nassau lit 
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Am noreb of quiet bomor, fennlne pftthos, and richness and vividness of description, 
Mrs. MoodieV Worlu have acquired a reputation wiiidi will endear tliem to ever/ loTtf 
of the l>eauthnl and truthftal in nature. 

By special arrangement with Mrs. Hoodie we are now the sole publishers of h«r 
woilci In Anerloa. Her Life-History is contained in the following woiin. 



FLORA LYNDSAY; 

OB, PASSAGES IH AIT EVENTFUL LIFE. 

PrieSt inpapeTt 60 aU.; degcmOy hownd in cloth, 75 ets. 

Those who laughed and cried while In Imagination they were " Roughing it in the 
Bush *' with Mrs. Moodle will talce up with eagerness this fiction, which la in flict, under 
an assumed name, an autobiography of her own eventftil life prior to her seeking a new 
home in America, and also a vivid and thrilling description of events that transpired in 
a long and perilous voyage over the Atlantic— PMlaaelphia Saturday Evening Post. 

AH irtio have read " Roughing it In the Bush ** will be sure to look with eager curiosity 
Into the pages of ** Hlora Lindsey '* and be repaid by the perusal of a delightful story. — 

This new work of Mrs. Moodie*i is truly a dellgMful one^—Boeton MaiL 



ROUGHING IT IN THE BUSH. 

MtgKnXlj boand in doth, price $1 00. 

Mrs. Mood!e*s descriptions of frontier life have never been surpassed.— AMfon 7%m«, 
Mrs. Hoodie stands in the flront rank of Abie female writenb and we cordially recom- 
mend " Roughing it in the Bush *' to our readers. — AUon Courier. 

II is written in a beautiful, simple style, truthful and lifelike, with that peculiar fascinate 
Ing manner and dry, quiet humor that is so peculiarly her own.— -PMla, Christian 
Observer, 



LIFE IN THE CLEARINGS vs. THE BUSH. 
Price, in paper, 50 tits. ; eleg^Uy bound in eloth, 75 ctB. 

** T have been repeatedly asked, since the puUication of ** Roughing it in the Bush,** 
to give an account of the present state of society, and to point out Its increasing pros- 
perity and commercial advantages ; but statistics are not my forte, nor do I feel myself 
qualified for such an arduous and important task. My knowledge Is too liuiited to enable 
me to write a comprehensive work on a sul^ect of vital consequence, which might involve 
the happiness of others. But what I do know I will endeavour to sketch with a light 
pencil ; and if I cannot convey much useful information, I will try to amuse the reader; 
and by a mixture of prose and poetry compile a small volume, which may help to while 
away an idle hour, or fill up the blanks«of a wet d&j.**-~Author8 Pr^aoe. [Nearly Ready]. 



MARK HURDLESTONE; 

OBi THE TWO BBOTHESS. 
Price, in paper, 60 cfo. ; elegamO^ bound in cloth, 75 ate. 



We advislM&l who get this book not to i 
<img» spe£Ffhei night In reading it. It I 
teniris the Interest.— Zynn {Maes.) News, 



take it up late in the evening, for they will be 
is impossible to leave off, so hurrying and in- 



The work before us is one of the most powerful ever published by a woman, ftill of 
deep meaning, of stem truths, aad pure morality.— i\>rtomoiu(A (i^ u.) Journal. 
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This book should be returned to 
the Library on or before the last date 
stamped below. 

A fine is incurred by retaining it 
beyond the specified time. 

Please return promptly. 
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